the thouble with

y.O'lL
canth pecople

Contents

The Trouble With Y ou Earth People
Unhuman Sacrifice

The Gambling Hell and the Sinful Girl
Syndrome Johnny

Trouble with Treaties with Tom Condit
The Origin of the Species

Collision Orhit

The Fittest

These Truths

Contagion

Brain Wipe

The Missing Man
The Carnivore
About the Author

(Scanner’ s Note: The story “ The Carnivore” was not listed in the ToC of my DT copy, but the story was there.
The article “ About the Author” was similarly not listed in the ToC. I’ ve corrected those omissions in the e-copy you
have)

"Katherine MacL ean has been in the vanguard of those SF writerstrying to apply to the soft
(psychologica) sciences the machinery of the hard (technological sciences) ...KM was one of the earlier
women writers, but ...in anotorioudy chauvinist field she competed on equa terms, not restricting hersalf
to "femining" themes or protagonists. The admiration accorded her work has nothing to do with
tokeniam.”

The Science Fiction Encyclopedia.

"This century isincreasingly exciting, dangerous, and involved in thregtsto the entire planet, likea
very wild early sciencefiction plot. Perhaps | should write redistic contemporary novelsto try to dedl
with it, but the respectable literary realism usudly dedstotdly with characters, rather than the big
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background picture. To me science fiction makes aternative histories the hero of the story and the great
events are characterized. I've awaysliked it that way."

Katherine MacLean in

Contemporary Science Fiction Authors.
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THE TROUBLE WITH YOU EARTH PEOPLE

The tapeisn't clear. When you said the two civilizations could economically exchange their
byproducts, which words did you use to the nice human scientist?" Tima poised her pen over her
notes, her doggy face earnest and studious. "Did you say, Interchange, exchange, trade,
mutua ly-consume, mutualy-egt or ingest or input? And did you say byproducts, reect products,
surplus, waste, excretion, excrement or shit?"

Her husband, hanging upside down from the exercise bar, shrugged. "I don't remember. Some
word for harmonic mutual aid or intercourse. Scientists focus on concepts. It doesn't matter what
words | used.”

"It matters,” she kissed the air in hisdirection. "You did a perfect study of the culture, your
diplomacy was wonderful. This report must be complete in every detail. | want you to get the
credit you deserve.” She resumed her note taking, listening through earphones to their recordings
of their strangely unsuccessful attempt to open an embassy on the planet Earth, in which they
almost lost their lives.



This is what happened—

"l can't wait to meet Sir Harrington face to face and tell him that we are brothers, one soul. All
anthropologists are brothers. | wonder what they will tel him to ask me." Working off nervous energy,
Rem Sh'baar did arunning somersault and landed back on hisfedt.

Hisfavorite wife, Tima, lying on the padded floor, said nothing. She pushed a button that turned the
page of the book projected on the ceiling.

"They might ask meto explain anything. | wish | could just tell them what they need.” Rem Shibaar
climbed on the relaxing bars, hooked hislegs over abar and hung upside down with hisarmsfolded ina
dignified manner. ""Humans," | would say, 'If you would just organize your pecking order so the old are
given licenseto'... Um—They don't say thingslikethat. Perhaps1'd say, 'If you put the food out of reach
of the children in puzzle boxes...”

"Rem, darling, you mustn't hang upside down when inter-viewing the questioner. Humansdon't do it.”

Hewrinkled his nose in annoyance. "Human astronauts hang ups de down when they announce
cartoons on their morn-ing TV shows.”

"Adgtronauts only do that on the children's TV shows, Rem. It isto amuse the children,” said the
musica voice of hisbest beloved. She was an anthropology student and agrade higher in credits. Shelay
on thereslient floor with her armsfolded behind her head while she studied the page projected on the
ceiling. "Y ou don't want to spesk from aposture that impliesthe listener isachild. He might be insulted.”

Rem turned rightside up and hung by his hands, looking sheepish. "I didn't know those cartoons were
for children. They seemed very cynical, full of cowardice and betraya, much too depraved for children.
But you'reright. In interview shows the grownups dways St il in those uncomfortable chair thingsand
blow smoke."

They glanced at the televison set fastened to thewall. It was a handrigged imitation of an ordinary
Earth-made televison s&t, and for severa months of study it had been providing Rem with asafe
substitute for going down on the ground and studying the natives of Earth up close where they could
reach him. At the moment they looked at it, alithe young woman was pointing at aweather map, tracing
itslines. Her mouth moved Slently.

They looked away.

"Maybe | should learn to blow smoke," said Rem Sh'baar. He swung upside down again, then spun
himsdlf upright, Stting on top of the bar. They were both tall, dender, and graceful, with rather doglike
faces which could have won beauty prizes only at apet show.

"They don't dl blow smoke," said his dender wife. She pushed a button and the pictured page on the
calling turned into adiagram.

"But they al st on chairs," Rem decided. "I'll ask them to put two chair thingsinside the airlock for
theinterview. Look! Therewe are again!”

With greet interest they both turned to watch the TV screen. The television showed a picture of their
gpaceship landing. For the thirtieth timein thirty hoursit showed agigantic black and slver beachball
descending through clouds, with swarms of planes circling it like gnats. The early morning news
commentator came on, babbling without sound and moving his hands in reassuring gestures.

Rem leaped foward and turned up the sound.

"—to keep theworld informed of every new development of this sartling story."

The picture changed to adistant view of orderly crowds and people on a platform speaking, and
swooped infor acloseup of adender man in asilver spacesuit shaking hands with a stiff looking human
inadark business suit. The solemn voice of the news commentator explained: "Y esterday the vigtor from
outer space was officialy greeted and welcomed by the Vice President of the United States and the
Secretary Genera of the United Nations."

The cameramoved in on the scene, enlarging the head of the spacesuited figure. The spacesuit had a
clear plagtic helmet in abubble shape, giving apartid view of Rem's face as he turned and began
descending the stairs. The film stopped and frozein atill photograph which showed his profile clearly, as
obvioudy dif-ferent from the humans.



"Y ou look very handsome, surrounded by al those flatfaced mongters,” Timasaid.

"| always photograph well," Rem murmured.

A famous announcer suddenly appeared standing before a background picture of the giant spaceship
parked on the ground in the middle of agreat green park, with the capitol dome shining and the
Spaceman's Memoria Pylon showing its spike in the distance.

The announcer spoke in hiswell-known tones of fatherly reassurance. "Here we are in the second
day of contact between civilizations. Today will bethe big day for scientists. They have been requesting
permission to interview the vigitor from space since he first made contact. Y esterday, the dien being,
whose nameis Lord Rem Sh'baar, explained that he had been given permission for ashort visit to Earth
to collect anthropologica data. He said he had a short time, but he was prepared to answer alimited
number of questions on scientific subjects, if they were put on ashort list. He said he had learned English
from watching and listening to television science lectures, and he had admired the anthropology lectures
of Sir Charles Harrington-Smith, and therefore would like to have thelist of questions givento Sir
Charles, so that Sir Charleswould explain them to him if there were any difficulty with the language.

"Theinterview is scheduled for nine o'clock thismorning.” The announcer turned and made a solemn
gesture at the distant spaceship. "There may be the secrets of the ages locked within that silver sphere.
There may be unguessable wonders of science. We can only wait and hope."

A commercid began, showing amound of dirty clothesflying into an oversized washing machine.
Bending forward from the bars, Rem reached forward and turned off the sound. Six tiny humans climbed
out of the washing machine and did ajig on thelid, then with grest effort heaved up abig soap box, tilted
it, and poured a stream of soap into the washing machine. The words biodegradable zoomed up from the
interior of the machine, expanded, and vanished. The commercia was over, so acowboy on ahorse
gppeared, his horse ambling dowly up the dope of an Arizonadesert. An unseen blow sent his hat flying
ahead of him. He looked behind, registered alarm, and sent hishorseinto agalop.

"Why do cowboys shoot at strangers? Thelir reasons seem to be excuses. And why do peoplein
towns occasiondly form groups to hang someone?’

"We've worked out reasons. We've watched alot of tele-vision, and the rules of attack seem to be
amost the samein each story.” Timarolled over and began to draw acopy of the diagram from memory.

"But now | am not sure we areright. Thelittle humans dancing on the and the magic shows....There
ismuch lying, much imagination in these televison shows. What if it does not represent what they redly
do?" Rem dropped to the soft floor and sat watching hiswife. "Tima, must you study? | am nervous
about the interview."

Sheturned off the book projector and sat up. "If | don't study | might panic. | don't understand them
ether. You've planned thiswell, Rem; you studied for it hard. Y ou will get scholar's creditsfor it.”

"If I'maive" hesad.

On thetelevision screen agrim group of humans on horse-back galloped aong atrail, carrying rifles
and arope.

"Sir Charles Harrington-Smith on BBC says that the anthro-pologists think that aground ape was
their ancestor. Ground apes are pack animas. They guard each other in packs and have an instinct for
meass attack on animalsthey don't recognize.”

She reached forward and stroked his hair. "Y ou were safe yesterday, so you must be doing the right
things, when you follow their rules. Just avoid therules of attack.”

Hethought. "Y esterday | did not insult anyone or make anyone step aside. | let everyone walk
before me. | ceased to speak when they spoke. | told the important officiasthat | admired their city and
their planet. | touched nothing without permission and handed back everything they gave me. | did not
ged. | did not refuse to drink with them, for they did not offer me any liquids. | wore the right clothing
they expect from aman from space." Hefdt hismuzzle ruefully. "I can't help looking strange.”

On the television the horses were stretched in awild gallop, the cowboys leaning forward shooting
grimly at afleaing figure far ahead.

They both averted their eyes from the television scene.

Inalow voice she said, "Rem, yesterday you were an ambas-sador. What are the rulesfor attack on



ambassadors?"

"Only to sart awar,” hereplied in alow voice, looking away from the televison. "They must think
and talk among themselvesfor along time before deciding to start awar.” He put hishead in her 1ap.
"What isyour thought now?"

She stroked hishair. "Today you will be answering science questions. That makes you a scientist.
What arethelr rulesfor attacking scientists?"

He thought, and put an arm across his eyesto think better. "1'm sorry," he confessed apologetically.
" like the lectures and the stories too much. The scientists seemed to be very important, treasted with
much support and trust and liking. | only learned language from those shows. | forgot to think about
sociology." He sat up suddenly.

She legped to her feet and went to the television set, pulled ared of tape from the file box and
dropped it into the dot on top of the television. The cowboys on the screen were busy throwing anoose
over atree branch. They vanished as the recorded signal took hold. Coiled glass tubing and twisted
bottles appeared. The dender femal e turned the sound loud, and mad cackling laughter rolled from the
set. She held her ears and watched.

A giant hand holding atiny test tube appeared on the screen. "Just aminute kiddies," said aglesful
voice with giant echoes. "I'll drink some of this secret liquid and shrink down to where you can see me.”
Glugging soundsfollowed.

Rem crossed hislegs and laughed. "Not Mad Scientists, Tima. Those must be wizard and magician
mythsfor children. In adult stories the scientist usualy appearsin aplot about spying and scientific
secrets. | put dl the best storieson ared labeled Scientific Secrets.”

A small man peered, leering, from the screen. Hewore a scientist's white smock. Hepulled at a
bushy black beard and waggled thick black eyebrows up and down as he talked. Tima dropped in
another tape and the mad scientist vanished. "SCIENTIFIC SECRETS |" said the screen.

Thetwo students far away from home sat together on the cushioned floor and held hands and
watched while the television set of the strange civilization of Earth showed how scientists were treated.

On the televidon screen an inoffensive quiet man in awhite laboratory coat worked, standing at atall
table with meters and moving graphs. He checked the figures on the meters againgt his calculations and
made notes, and became excited and ran atest three times, checking the figures each time.

His audience of two excitable young persons watched while the scientist tried to call in other
scientists to see, and found the lights out, the building dark and deserted, for he had worked long into the
night. He called his home from the office phone and explained his discovery excitedly to hiswife, whilea
py who usudly listened in on cals from the research building became excited and made other callswith
his other hand while listening intently. The scientist went down to the street, accepted alift froma
too-convenient taxi and was kidnapped by agentsin the taxi, taken to alonely building, and beaten and
tortured, while the torturers whispered demands that he reved the details of his discovery.

An agent of his own country, sent by the scientist's worried wife to check on his safety, located the
place of torture by careful following of clues, killed aguard outside the building, climbed vinesup awall,
did through anarrowly opened window into ahdl, and silently killed two men he encountered in the hdll.

Tima shrank closer to Rem, and he put an arm around her.

On the screen the agent heard moans and went into the room where the scientist lay tied. Hekilled
the torturer and two other men, all dmost without noise, then imitated a voice on the intercom to the
peoplein the rest of the building and warned that the police were coming, and commanded them to get
into their cars and escape, but to leave one car idling and empty before the door. The agent waited until
he heard motors leaving, carried the scientist down to the door, saw an idling empty car, looked around
and saw no opposition, put the scientist in the front seat beside him and drove away.

Clutching each other's hands the watching couple let out asigh as the car reached safety, and the
scientist was carried into afriendly and attentive hospital.

"It does not seem to befor children or for ajoke,” Timasaid. "Those agents and spies are dangerous
to scientists from outside countries.”

"We are from an outside country."



"Far outside."

"They might substitute an agent for Sir Harrington.” "But we know what he looks like."

The screen said "SCIENTIFIC SECRETSI1."

Another story began, clipped from another television show. On the screen another scientis,
pot-bellied and older, and more hesitant in his manner, let himself into a pleasant gpartment and shut the
door with ardaxing sgh. Music came soothingly from the kitchen.

"Maria, I'm home. Good news!" he called. The scientist dropped his coat on a chair and waked into
the kitchen. "Naval Research has accepted my—" The kitchen was empty. Still smil-ing he wandered on
to abalcony and looked at the sky. The phone rang. He went in to answer it.

Rem and Tinareached for each other's hands as ominous music began. Still smiling the scientist held
the phoneto his ear.

A cold voice with an accent said, "Doctor Obarth? We have your daughter. She will not be harmed if
you obey our orders.”

He gripped the telephone in both hands as if about to throw it, but pressed it moretightly to his ear.
"I don't believe you," hewhispered. " She has only just gone out to the store. Y ou arelying.”

"Wewill prove we have her," said the cold voice on the phone. "Listen and you will hear her speak
toyou."

The aging man bresthed heavily into the phone for amoment of hesitation and fear. "1 don't believe
you," he whispered. No one was listening to him. The scene on the screen divided, and the other side
showed adark basement room with the windows covered. Two men held agirl by thearms, and athird
man held a phone before her face. She shook her head. The man holding the phone spoke to the other
two, and they did something to the girl'sarms.

The girl screamed.

With abound Rem Sh'baar turned off the television set. The screams faded, and the picture went
dark. Trembling he stood pounding hisfist softly down on thetop of the TV set, looking at Tima. They
were both tall and dender, ddicate by Earthly standards.

"l won't let them have you," he said, histeeth showing. "All their friendliness and crowding around
might be just waiting for an opening. Tima, what have | said about you? Have | said anything that would
let them know you arein the spaceship too?"

She thought. "They don't know | exist."

"Good. They will not kidnap you to force me. Or kidnagp meto force you. | will tell them | am sick.
They will be afraid to beat me."

He stopped and pounded hisfist silently on the top of the television box and then continued. "The
roleiswrong. It is not safe to have them think of me asascientist. | said thiswould be ashort visit, 0
am not bound to them by any promiseto stay. Well leave as soon as we see any move toward
kidnapping.”

Rem contacted the human officids and asked for chairsin the airlock.

They turned the television back to the hourly showsto wait for the news and worked off energy ina
bowling target game, occasiondly glancing at thetelevison.

The scene was a pand show, but the puzzle contestants had abandoned their game and were
discussng the news.

"What secret of science would you ask our vigitor from the stars, Miss Saint Clair?" asked the
moderator.

The camera shifted to a close-up of arather wattled and skinny ex-movie queen. She toyed with an
earring and looked coy. "Well, | do hope the dear man will tel us something about wrinkles. I'm till in
my teens of course—" The audience laughed politely. "But | do hopefor the sake of dl the other girlsthat
hewill give us oneteensey curefor wrinkles."

The mdlow smile and raised hand of the MC interrupted the audience's sympathetic laughter. "Now
well hear from Ralph Rock, currently starring in that musical hit, The Bluebdlls. What secret would you
like the stranger from spaceto tell you, Ralph?!

A clanging and booming began in the outer airlock of the big spaceship ashuman TV technicians



dragged in chairs, televison equipment and camera, setting them up for the important inter-view.

"I will wear an airsuit and look like an astronaut again. Maybe they will not think of me so much asa
scientist to squeeze for secrets.” Rem Shbaar zipped his coverdl on and pulled the bubble helmet over
his heed. "If they have no bad intentionsit is only the language which can make trouble. But | think | can
explain the sciencein their language without breaking taboos and angering them.”

Thetwo chairs he had ordered were in the middle of the airlock. He entered and saw threetelevision
cameras dong thewalls, crowding the smdl meta room, pointing meancingly to-ward him like machine
guns. Their heavy cablestrailed away from them and out the door like thick-bodied snakes, and their
presence held the door open so it could not be dammed shut for a quick takeoff.

Rem Sh'baar looked at the door wedged open, wondering if it were part of a plan, then he inspected
the chairs, touching them suspicioudy. Helowered himself into achair. The arm rests surprised him by
nudging againg his ebows. Helowered hisarms on to them and gripped them firmly, and sat very ill,
bringing everything-he knew of English into readiness.

His posture was tiff and very Hill. To the pand of viewing scientists viewing the tape as it was made,
watching somewhere in agovernment building in Washington, he looked like an Egyptian stone statue of
an anima-headed god seated on athrone to judge the dead.

There was a sound of a polite knock by one of the television technicians. "Are you ready for Sir
Charles, Sr?'

Rem turned his head stiffly toward the half-open door. "Y ou may enter, Sr Harrington. | will be glad
to greet you."

"Thank you, Lord Sh'baar. | am glad to greet you also."

A tall lean Englishman with buck teeth and the expression of an amiable horse pushed the door alittle
wider and stepped in carefully. Every move was taken with the caution of an old man, aware that old
bones are brittle. He sat down, crossed hislegs, and arranged himself in the relaxed and reassuring pose
of apracticed interviewer, aman capable of interviewing nativesin strange jungles or shy artistsin their
Sudios.

He glanced at the camera and dightly changed the angle of his head. "Thank you, Lord Shbaar, for
asking for meto interview you. Itisan honor."

Rem Sh'baar glanced aso at the cameras and spoke dowly with careful clarity. "It isan honor aso to
meet you, Lord Harrington. We—I have admired you on television. Stories you told of struggleto be
understood by native tribes and misunder-standings, such adventures have happened to us also. We—I
am astudent of racesand civilizations dso. | enjoy differences and seek them, as you enjoy them and
seek them. What will be the questions they gave you?'

The human world was waiting, hoping that their man would be able to extract important and
wonderful information from the stranger.

Thefamous old anthropologist inclined his head. "L ord Sh-baar, if you will permit apreiminary
guestion before the impor-tant and difficult ones—Are our races on the same evolutionary level ?'

The person from another planet fidgeted, thinking. He unzipped hisbubble hemet, rubbed hismuzzle
in puzzlement and stroked the four short bristles on his cheeks. Findly he asked, "Wheat is Evolutionary
Levd?

"Evolutionary Level means—" Sir Charles hesitated, and looked at the muzzle and pointed ears of the
vigtor. "Well, perhapsit means nothing. Wewill forget that one. Tell me, do you find humans asintelligent
and sengitive as your own people?”’

"Y es, you have much inner struggle between carnivore and herd ingtincts, very like my own people. It
makesfor divided dreams of kill and love, impossiblein action.”

"If we arelike you, then we are intelligent enough to learn dl of your science, are we not?”

It was aloaded question, acrucid question. Sir Charles Harrington-Smith asked it casually, without
emphasis, but Rem Shbaar recognized it. The child's answer to only three wishes. Thefirst wish shdl be
for ahundred more wishes. If the monster givesthree answers, ask for away to find out everything else.

"Would you repest the question please?' He hoped that would not beit. His answer might offend
them. He wondered if they dueled when offended.



"Canwe humanslearn dl of your science?" the old anthro-pologist repested patiently. "Do we have
theintelligence?"

"No. Yes. Yes, intelligence. No, for you must learn our lan-guage. Scienceisthought, thought in
language. Our children learn basic science when they learn basic language. Children have great speed in
blotting up touch, sound, sight. They need only the help of words to make true connections. Y oursis
taboo culture, taboos basic words.”

Thelanky old Englishman shifted position, and crossed hislegs again the opposite way carefully.
"Thank you, Lord Shibaar. Could you inform me alittle more clearly perhaps. We need to know if our
scientists could learn your science from your science books and records. We would like to ask
permission to photo-graph your books."

It was the question, again. Thistime he had said it openly.

Thedlien licked hislips nervoudy, feding very dien."Y our people cannot learn science, not even
from your own science books and records. Y our civilization is aword-taboo culture. Taboos words, not
actions. Children learn to not-say, by learning to not-think. Taboo-type cultures are very difficult to learn,
take dl learning power to learn not-think. Average person when grown haslearned not-think and how to
tell bad jokesto think alittle. He cannot learn science.”

Sir Charles shifted his weight and recrossed his legs, and scratched his upper lip asthough looking for
amustacheto rub. ™Y ou have learned English wonderfully well from listening to my lectures, Lord
Shibaar. It isamost like listening to myself lecture on taboos of triba cultures.” He cleared histhroat as
though caught in alie. "Ah, barring alittle more grammar of course. The question is not whether our
children can learn our own science, but can our scientists, our intelligent people learn science from
reading your books and records?

Rem had given agood answer, and yet Sir Charles had not understood the answer. He moved to put
ahand over hiseyesto think. But no human in an interview on televison had ever put his hands over his
eyes. It could be atabooed action. Rem dropped his hand beforeit reached hisface, licked hislipsand
glanced around at the cameras, trying to find words that would reach even the most stupid members of
the human audience, and yet not offend.

"Sir, | could teach you to read our books, but you could not read our books. Y ou could not make
science mind-models from our words. Suck, eat, digest, deep, defecate, kill, love, procreate. Strong
experiences make strong words, make strong thoughts. Our science words are strong words. Scienceis
about redlity. Redlity isyoursfrom skin experience, from pleasure of ingtinct. But you taboo skin and
inginct words."

"But we could learn your language, could we not?* Sir Charles leaned forward, urging gently ashe
had so many times on television. Rem had admired his technique and had learned from it. Y et now Sir
Charleswas wrong, was blind, was angling ahook before alog instead of afish. "And then we could
read your books. If you would alow usto photograph and read your books...."

"How can they learn our wordsif they will not alow the ideas the words mean?”

"They could learn like children | suppose,” said Sir Charles. "Every child starts by hearing the words
without knowing the idess. Every child learns the ideas somehow. If you could loan us an encyclopedia
of your science with pictures, and some of the books you use to teach your children, and let us
photograph them, I'm sure our bright young scientists could work out their meaning somehow.”

"It istoo late for adults, they have passed their learning time!” Rem'svoice was shrill. Heflung anarm
out Sideways in a desperate gesture.

"Well, perhgps some of our scientists children in their own homes, could see photographic copies of
your books. If you merely let us photograph them...." Again no understanding. Again theimpossible
request.

"Y our children have work learning your culture. Infants learn to digest, no words for triumph, no
praise or notice of it. Learn to rglect bad food, don't do that, bad child. Learn to defecate and withhold.
Good child, but never mention it, the words are taboo, unspeakable words. Everything important and
diveinthelife of the child is unspeskable. They love and seelove. Shh, do not mention it. They learn to
talk, do not shout, do not make funny noises, do not say taboo words, do not mention anything



impor-tant. Shh. So they learn to not-talk by not-thinking. Very difficult to not-think. Adult has learned
taboo pattern well, must learn to speak past taboo-pattern by jokes and hints, to act past taboo-pattern
or die. Cannot learn more. No room |&ft in head for learning more. Only children can learn.”

Sir Charles|ooked patient. He gestured ahand out Sideways, acarefully neutra gesture of tossing
something away which carried no menace in any animal or human gesture code. "If your books were
around, our next generation of children could learn them then. I'm sure your bookswould be valuable.”

Rem moved again to put his hands over his eyesto think and remembered that this was not done on
televison. He dropped his hands and |ooked around at the three staring television cameras. They gave no
clue asto how to phrase the answer to get through ataboo-blocked mind. "1 would not want to interfere
with achild learning his own parents don'ts. No parent would want that. A child who learns and spesks
tabooed ideasis atabooed child,” said the desperate dien. "An outcast. | use only your words, your
words from your lectures. Children in a native culture meeting older wiser people from western European
civilization learn new strong ideas from outside. They learn outsderslaugh at their taboos. They speak
before their elders and are punished, and find that the ideas they have learned are called insane, evil,
unclean, dirty, unspeskable, taboo by their elders. The children think their elders are enemies of
knowledge and of growth. The children think the secret of al successto bring pain to elders, to break
taboos and rules and bring crime and destruction and defiance against elders. They destroy their
civilization, their race dies! Many tribes have died of culture shock! Y ou have said it yoursdlf!" Hisvoice
reached a high pitch of nervous emphasis and hefinished in asquedl.

"Those were primitive tribes" Sir Charles said reasonably. "Thisisacivilization. Surely the
introduction of some new science ideas cannot beamord criss. Scienceisinnately imper-sond?'

"Science is innately impersonal? Science isinnately impersona?' Thelong dender non-human sagged
in his posture. He looked at the floor and muttered to himsdlf in hisown tongue. "I cannot let you pour a
pail of our civilization's by-product idess over your children." Y et he had promised to answer their
gues-tions. He looked around the empty airlock room, the TV camerastrained on him like guns, the
trailing cablesthat led out the partially closed door into astrange world. "My Englishisnot clear perhaps.
Information cannot be neutral in my language. | cannot dare to be more clear." Helooked hopelessly up
at the weatherbeaten face of the English anthropologist and saw that the man was sympathetic to his
struggle to express himsdlf. " Sir, when you entered anative village, did the natives ever try to kill you?'

The famous anthropol ogist hesitated and surprisingly, blushed, with apinkening color through his
neck and face. "Well, in away, yes. Severa times. | must have made some mistake, of course. Naturaly
agtranger waking into avillage without knowing the taboos would have to be very careful. | was dways
careful, but sometimes one must bresk ataboo in avery innocent action.” He sounded apologetic.

Thedien st in hischair siffly, likeastatue. "I have had much time to study your taboos. | have
watched much televison. | am being very careful .

The old English anthropol ogist fixed him with a seerching gaze. "I believe you mean that today you
arethe anthropologist and | am the native." He laughed in a suppressed snort. "That isaturnabout! Did
you say you learned our taboos from watching televison?!

"Yes. | have sudied television from al the television pro-grams taken on tapes. Six months on tapes
from many, many gations” the dien said, not smiling or relaxing. "'l am careful. | make moves and say
only what was said by the good person of the story, the one who won friendship.”

Sir Charles laughed openly. "Oh, television taboos. Y es, they are strict. Not much isallowed on
televison, sinceinternational broadcasting redly took hold. There are so many little corners of the world
with ardigion that would be offended by one thing or another that it is hard to remember how to behave
infront of acamera. But we needn't worry too much about that. If we dip and say something to shock
somebody it will be edited out of the tape before they releaseit. The public will never seeit.”

"l do not understand.” The visitor looked from side to Side at the cameras and tightened hisgrip on
the chair.

"The world is not watching, Lord Rem Sh'baar. Y ou can talk fredy. All thisisjust going down on tape.
The only personswatching are apand of scientistisand apanel of ministers from each country. They will
play thewholeinterview over and over and cut anything which might offend any part of the world



audience." Sir Charles smiled, obvioudy enjoying reassuring the nervous visitor. ™Y ou can speak fredly.
No one will be offended. | am an anthropologist and nothing can shock me."

The non-human stood up. He changed, became young, mo-bile, and excitable. "They are not
watching! Let me embraceyou, Sir. Oh, | watched your television lectures and felt much." Hetugged at
Sr Charles arm. "Please stand up, Sir. We will begin again asif we had just met!" Rem Sh'baar put his
hand over hisown chest. "I was hurt in the middle parts because | could not greet you.”

Confused but amiling, Sir Charles hoisted himsalf from the chair and stood up on iff old legs.

Rem Sh'baar wrapped arms around him and hugged. "We love and are dike, yet are not brothers.
May my children marry your children and repopulate worlds with our kind." He paused and chuckled.
"The words are impossible of course, but the heart may wish."

Sir Charlesturned his head to the warm pressure of the head on his shoulder, the friendly voice that
spokein hisear. Loveisarare and fading light to the old. He kissed the near cheek of hisadmirer ashe
would have kissed a grandson, and the quick sentimental tears of the aged filled his eyes. Then he looked
past and saw the eye of the TV cameratrained upon them like an accusing stare.

Sir Charles stiffened and tried to draw away.

"We could be misunderstood,” he said in alow voice. "l appreciate your sentiments, my boy, but we
are watched by that group, that small group who will judge the tapes. | do not know them personally.
Wemust beformal.”

Rem Sh'baar released his shoulders with an additional last reassuring squeeze and drew back.

"Theritud then. We shal beformal. | dly with you, Charles of the Sres Harrington and England, the
highest fruit and flower of thetree, Earth. | will respect your sires and protect your seed.” He unzipped
his coverallsfrom the neck to below thewaist. "My chest is bare to your blow. | turn my neck to your
teeth and know | shdl live forever." He touched his neck and waited two seconds, then abruptly leaned
forward and kissed Sir Charles neck, and reached down and touched him below the waist.

"May your breed multiply and be fruitful in your image. May our children breed together in love and
our images blend into something higher."

Since the moment he had been embraced again Sir Charles stood with eyes shut, deeply moved,
listening to the ritual words as he would have listened to great music. Tearstrickled from benesth his
closed lids.

Rem finished theritual and looked a Sir Charles with concern. "Why do you sorrow, Father?”

"Memories, that is, memories of my children, my grand-children, my friends. It is not sorrow exactly.
Time can't turn backwards." He wiped his eyes with the back of afinger. "Y ou are agood boy."

"I could share your memories."

Sir Charles opened reddened eyes and |ooked into the deli-cate half-animal face, and then looked
down, and saw that the alien's coveral was unzipped to below the waist and some anatomy showed
which was not human, but which was aggres-sve rather than receptive, and therefore decidedly male.

Sir Charlestook two steps backward and looked away. The red which had been around his eyes
spread and suffused his cheeks and ears.

"Zip up your clothing,” he said in atifled, embarrassed voice. " People will misunderstand. They will
think your ritua is suggestive." He dropped into achair and crossed hislegstightly. “They will think your
ritud is meant to mean...."

Rem interrupted, sparing him the struggle with the unspeak-able and tabooed words. "I would not
have you misunderstand or beinsulted in your beautiful sélf, Father. Theritua is meant from the heart
as0. You are beautiful. | would fertilizeyou if | could.”

Excitedly he spun, fingers spread asif gripping al of life. "But souls may breed with souls, Sir. Send
for copies of your books, Sir Harrington, that | may take them with me."

Sr Charlesleaned hisfaceinto his hand so that he could not see. "Zip up your coverals” he
groaned. "Couldn't we change the subject somehow?"

"No," Rem said determinedly. He unzipped his coveral and stepped out of it. "We must work. We
must not be forma and strangersto each other. If we wear nothing it isagesture of truth. And it will not
be put on television until we return to our conceal ments, until then we may plan fregly together and think



together to help the Earth People who need to know what | know. | need your advice, Sir. We must
make our cultures symbiotes and consume each other's excretions.”

"Put on your coveral," groaned Sir Charles, not looking. "Don't leave it on the floor."

Rem absently picked the coveral off the floor and draped it around his neck. "Y es, we must work."
He paced up and down, becoming brisk and efficient. "L et us work together on the prob-lem of the
information-intercourse of our races. Our way of life must breed with your way of life. But what can be
doneif thefemaerace will not admire the gestures of the male race? The semen of information must not
spill upon the ground! We must find a courtship pattern acceptable to the species. What feathers can we
dressthishird in? What courting dance can we teach him?"

[llustrating his words Rem danced afew bird steps, making one arm into along bird neck with the
hand a pecking head and the other arm aflapping wing. "How may the information be made to penetrate,
by sugar or by oil? We must plan well, we must thrust strongly when the time comes.” Heillustrated.

Sir Charles gave one more desperate apol ogetic glance into the eye lenses of the televison cameras
and pushed himsdlf to hisfeet. "Pardon me, Lord Shibarr. Excuse me, | must go and think this over.”
Without awaiting areply hetottered out the door.

Worried, Rem put on his coveral then went to the door and looked out to make sure the Earth
scientist was dl right. He saw that the old man was being helped down the ramp by atelevison technician
and the famous announcer. Reassured, he returned to the empty room and looked around at the staring
cameras, wondering what the committee of wise men would decide to do with the record of the first half
of theinterview. Some of them might like him, and wish to be hisfriend—Rem thought hopefully.

It seemed likely that hisfirst Earth friend, the famous an-thropologist, would haveto rest or take
medicine before return-ing. Rem ran to the interior door, waited while it soun him dowly through the air
purification chamber, and then legped out into the living quarters.

"Tima," he called.

"In here." Hefollowed the voice into the shower dl. Hisfavorite wife was nervoudy combing her
wet hair, watching the outside of the spaceship and its action on the tiny bathroom viewer. "No hostile
action yet, Rem."

"Tima, he became sick for amoment and had to go out."

"I was watching," she said. She came dripping and shiny out of the shower room and danced and
hopped to dry off.

"Is there anything they would expect me to do? What customs do Earth people do when someoneis
sck?'

"I don't know," she said, rubbing the water off her arms. "I'm worried. By their way of counting the
years heisworn out. He might be very sick. He moves dowly and triesto look happy.”

"Y es, he might have been sick aready when | asked the Earth Government to send for him," Rem
agreed inalow voice. "It would be agreat way to go, dying in amoment of history. He would not
refuse”

Rem paced afew steps and then spun to her in doubt. "I would like him to lie down during the rest of
theinterview. Heisfrom adifferent evolutionary line. Would combing his hair make him fed more secure
and protected, or would it frighten him?"

"I would liketo stroke him too," she said thoughtfully. "Gestures do have different meaningson
different evolutionary lines, but, oh Rem, dl furry animalswith four feet need their friendsand family to
clean the fur behind their ears. It isasymbol of love. Hisancestors had fur. I'm sure they did. | have seen
their animalson TV exchange care for each other by stroking each other's neck and ears with their
tongues. It must be agesture of love on this planet too. The poor old thing will be happy if you stroke
him, or lick him behind hisears™

"l would like to teach him to be young," Rem said excitedly. "But it might take weeks. Tima, do we
have time to stay long enough to explain psycho-chemistry to him?’

"If you like him that much, it isworth therisk." Shetouched his cheek with light smooth fingertips.
"Do what you wish for your friends, Rem, and | will help. Loveismorethan life.”

They watched the panel which showed asmadl picture of the view from four directions around the



ship. Therewas only thering of armed guards facing away, two TV technicians guarding the cables that
ran from the camerasin the ship to adistant parked truck, then the trees and afar-away wall of watching
crowds and parked cars, and cameras on the back of large trucks. They did not see the tweed-clad,
lanky figure of Sir Harrington.

They walked back into the main study and games room. Timaswung by her hands on the bars, did
two loops and landed, teetering but upright on another bar. She had done better before, and Rem could
do better, but he made encouraging sounds of applause.

Thetelevison set wasflickering, showing afoggy view of acrowd milling. It had been hand built to
match the sgnasfrom Earth, and needed adjustment often. Rem tuned it, turning the sound louder and
caifying the picture.

On the screen Sir Charles Harrington-Smith sat in an out-door camp chair, awhitecoated doctor
holding hiswrist and counting the pulse by staring at awatch. Reporters crowded around the famous
anthropologist and thrust microphones to-wards his face. Sir Charles turned his head fretfully from
micro-phone to microphone, trying to answer abarrage of questions. "No, | was not hurt. He was a nice
young man, but not serious. No, no great secrets, the interview was ajoke. Perhaps he was drunk, or too
young. No, | don't think heis actually planning to tell us anything important. It might be hisidea of ajoke."

Rem sank down crosdegged to the floor and put hisface in his hands.

The reporters on television asked other questionsin an excited gabble.

"No," said Sir Charles, histhinning hair sticking dankly to hisforehead. "I can't tell you any scientific
thingshe said. It was only anthropology, the same things he had heard on my lectureson BBC
Educational. Nothing really new. He avoided avery smple question over and over. | don't think he
knows very much science. Does an adolescent know very much about the construc-tion of the plane he
ridesin? Heisyoung and not serious. He doesn't have the scientific attitude. Most of the things he said
were either off-color or funny. He treated it like a party. Heisn't serious.”

In answer to another question, "No, | will not go back and try again. | enjoyed meeting him, and we
werefriendly, but it was too much effort trying to get the subject onto science. | amiill. It upset metoo

With his head in his hands, Rem groaned, "1 was sure he liked me."

"Hedid," Timasaid, "but you shocked him, somehow. Y ou told him what you said would shock
him." She shut her eyes, sitting and rocking on acrossbar. "Shh. I'm thinking." She opened her eyes.
"Once, Secret Agent had to rescue a scientist they had kidnapped by pretending he was sick. They had
made him sick and then taken him to a private hospital and told everyone he wastoo sick to talk, and
they were trying to cure him. People who are too young, or too silly or too sick arelocked up too. They
aren't dlowed to drive cars or fly air ships. If the agents are trying to get you without starting awar with
our people, they would say you are too young, or sick or crazy to fly a spaceship, and they would come
to take you away from it."

Timaturned nervoudy to the viewer. It showed the outside Situation cam and unchanged, but she
grew more alarmed, thinking of what she had just said. "Rem, we have to get out of here. We can't take
off with those cameras stuck in our airlock.

They might be set to explode." She leaped down from the bars and ran for the door.

"No!" Rem stopped her and held her shoulders. "If | were an agent | would planit asyou said. You
might be right, but let me clean the airlock. Remember they might try to kidnap you if they find out you
arehere”

He rushed out, and she locked the door after him. When shelooked up into the viewer, motion had
started outside. White trucks and brown trucks were driving across the grass of the park.

On the television the commentator was excitedly reading a bulletin.

"Medica Authorities sugpect that he may have contracted a communicable disease from the dien
being, adisease which isunknown on Earth. Sir Charlesis being rushed to a hospital under Strict
guarantine. A guarantine has been declared around the strange spaceship and military authoritiesare
clearing off al personnel and authorized vistorsto adistance of aquarter mile. All personswho
contacted Sir Charles as he lft the spaceship are requested to report by phone to this number,



799-23540, or report in person to the ambulances stationed near the spaceship. Repesat. All reporters
and other persons who touched or were physicdly closeto Sr Charles Harrington-Smith immediately
after heleft the spaceship should call 799-23540 or report in person to one of the army ambulances
stationed near the spaceship. Do not touch anyone, and bring with you any equipment you have handled,
to be disnfected.”

"Another bulletin." The announcer read the new one which was passed to him. "Dr. Frederick
Wolfgang, psychiatrist and member of the pand of scientissswho are viewing the tapesfor the interview
datesthat it is possible that the Ambasador from Space was delirious or intoxicated during the interview,
and therefore not responsible for what he had said. The doctor stated that the alien was responding like a
child rather than a sane controlled adult and possibly had contracted a disease and ahigh fever from
some ordinary Earth germ such as the common cold. The doctor states that the man from another planet
did not take reasonabl e precautions against germs by keeping his spacesuit on at dl times.”

Timahad turned the television set loud so that it could be heard in the airlock. She put her head into
where Rem was trying to unfasten the locked resistant whedls of the TV cameras. "Do you hear that,
Rem?Hurry! They are going to do it. They are going to kidnap you to ahospita, and keep you
prisoner.”

"Lock the door between us," he said between histeeth. He found the right catch and the wheels
under the heavy TV camerabegantoroll.

She shut the door and turned back to the television screen.

On the television broadcast which went to al of Earth, the announcer turned to the view of the black
and silver globe on the screen behind him. "I am informed that there seems to be some unusud activity a
the door of the spacecraft...."

The telephoto lens zoomed in to a close-range view of the spaceship ramp and door. Thetall dender
figure of the dien appeared, wearing the silver spacesuit, backing through the door dragging atelevison
cameraafter him. He paused, kicked trailing cables out of the way of the wheedls, and then rolled the
camera down the ramp, leaning backward to keep the mass from dipping away and hurtling downward.
At ground level he brought it to a stop, cast arapid glance around at the distant uniformed lines of men
and brown trucks that circled the ship, looked suspicioudy under the ramp and then dashed back up and
insde. The second camerawas rolled out and down to the grass with the same impression of hurry.

"He seemsto be removing the televison cameras from the ship,” commented the announcer. "His
gpacesuit isnot air tight, notice that he does not have the trangparent helmet on. Doctor Wolfgang of the
committee of scientistsingpecting the tapes of theinterview said that it was possible that the man from
another planet might have contracted a cold by leaving his spacesuit open. Our cold germs could be very
devadtating to anyone who is not used to them." As he spoke, the third televison camerawas pulled
through the doorway and rolled down the ramp.

The announcer glanced at anotein hishand. "All the tele-vison cameras are removed from the ship
now." The picture of the dender dogfaced being reappeared in the doorway yanking after him the two
ordinary chairswhich had been put insgdefor the interview. They tangled together and stuck in the door,
but he yanked them free with violent motions, flung them over the side of the ramp and dashed back
ingde. Thesmal door shut.

A pause, and then the long ramp lifted dowly and closed into the Side of the spaceship, leaving it a
seamless, shining, curved surface. Dust and bits of grass began to fly and fog the air.

Rem came in the study room where Timawatched the TV screen. She said rapidly, "I've dready set
the automatics for afour-gravity lift-off. Let'sgo.”

They each did asde asingle pand in the floor, reveaing two wells of isogravitic liquid covered by a
soft folded blanket of waterproof foam. Each lay in hisindividua liquid bed, and sank dowly.

"Ready?"

"Ready." They each twisted asmall safety lock did on the surface of the blanket. The automatics
took over; takeoff started and accel eration pressed them down deeper into the liquid bed, until the folds
of the soft floating blanket on the surface folded around them and became almost smooth on the surface
asthey submerged.



The human-styled TV sat on the wall crackled and sputtered. After afew minutes the acceleration
pressure diminished. The two passengers floated back up to the surface and sat up. Thetelevison set
sad gravely, in the English language of Earth, "Radio requeststo the dien that he stop and explain his
destina-tion are not being answered. Air Force authorities say that they have received no ordersto
intercept or attempt to stop the spacecraft.”

They rolled out of the soft acceleration beds to the floor, and lay there gasping. Rem began to do
pushups.

On the television screen they saw their spaceship asawavering, shiny dot in the cloudy sky of Earth.
A cloud passed across the dot and it was gone. The sound and picture wavered. The wavering voice
said, "Radar reportsindicate that the ship will be out of the Earth's atmosphere in approximately two
more minutes. As of present information it seemsthat the space visitor isleaving without answering any
scientific questions or giving any of the important secrets he promised to Earth. Unofficia sources say that
authorities are taking amost serious view of the entire episode and a protest is being considered.”

Lying on the soft floor of the spaceship the two began to laugh hysterically.

"We should have studied them more," Tima gasped. She did a somersault to the TV set and changed
the station.

A pair of tight blue jeans and two low-hung, antiquated six shootersfilled the screen. "No stranger
can come into our town and talk like that-all," bellowed the voice of aTV cowboy. "Draw, stranger!™

"Draw," muttered Rem, laughing, half in tears, and added a randy remark which would be censored on
any TV screen.

"Draw," Timagiggled, nudging him whereit hurt. Laughing, they stripped and fell into each other'sarms
for consolation.

The gunshots and shouts from the television set faded dowly to amusica hum asthe giant ship sped
onward, away from the odd signasfrom Earth.

UNHUMAN SACRIFICE

It's hard to resist helping a distressed stranger, even if you aren't sure what is going on, on a
far planet, with strange weather, surrounded by a race evolved from who-knows-what.

"Damn! He'sactudly doing it. Do you hear that?'

A ray of sunlight and adistant voice filtered down from the open arch in the control room above. The
distant voice talked and paused, talked and paused. The words were blurred, but the tone was
recognizable.

"He's outside preaching to the natives.”

The two engineers were overhauling the engines but paused to look up towards the voice.

"Maybe not," said Charlie, the junior engineer. "After al, he doesn't know their language.”

"Held preach anyway," said Henderson, senior engineer and navigator. He heaved with awrench on
atight bolt, the wrench dipped, and Henderson released some words that made Charlie shudder.

Onthetrip, Charlie had often dreamed apprehensively that Henderson had strangled the passenger.
And once he had dreamed that he himsalf had strangled the passenger and Henderson, too.

When awake the engineers carefully avoided irritating words or gestures, remained cordia towards
each other and the passenger no matter what the temptation to snarl, and tried to keep themsdvesina
tolerant good humor.

It had not been easy.

Charlie said, "How do you account for the missionary society giving him aship of hisown? A guy like
that, who just getsin your hair when he'strying to give you advice, aguy with anatura born talent for
antagonizing people?’

"Easy," Henderson grunted, spinning the bolt. He was a stocky, square-built man with a brusgue
manner and a practised tolerance of other people's oddities. "The missionary society wastrying to get rid



of him. You can't get any farther away than they sent ugl”

The distant voice filtered into the control room from the unseen sunlit landscape outside the ship. It
sounded resonant and confident. " The poor jerk thinksit was an honor," Henderson added. He pulled
out the bolt and dropped it on the padded floor with afaint thump.

"Anyhow," Charlie said, loosening bolt headsin acircle asthe manud ingtructed, "he can't use the
trandator machine. It's not ready yet, not until we get the rest of their language. He won't talk to them if
they can't undergtand.”

"Won't he?' Henderson fitted hiswrench to another bolt and spunit angrily. "Then, what ishe
doing?'

Without waiting for an answer hereplied to hisown question. " Preaching, that'swhat heisdoing!"

It seemed hot and close in the engine room, and the sunlight from outside beckoned.

Charlie paused and wiped the back of hisarm againgt his forehead. " Preaching won't do him any
good. If they can't understand him, they won't ligen.”

"Wedidn't listen, and that didn't stop him from preaching to usl" Henderson snapped. "He's lucky we
found alanding planet so soon, he'slucky he didn't drive usinsanefirst. A man likethat isadanger to a
ship." Henderson, like Charlie, knew the stories of shipswhich had left with small crews, and returned
with asmaller crew of one or two red-eyed maniacs and a collection of corpses. Henderson was a
consarvative. He preferred the regular shipping runs, the shipswith aregular sized crew and agood
number of passengers. Only an offer of triple pay and triple insurance indemnity had lured him from the
big shipsto be co-engineer on this odd three-man trip.

"Oh ... I didn't mind being preached at," Charlie'stone was mild, but he stared upwardsin the
direction of the echoing voice with acertain intengity in his stance.

"Come off it, you twerp. We only have to be sweet to each other on atrip when we're cabin-bound.
Don't kid old Harry, you didnt likeit."

"No," said Charlie dreamily, staring upwards with a steedy intengity. "Can't say that | did. HES ot
such agood preacher. I've met better in bars." The echoing voice from outside seemed to be developing
adeeper echo. "He's got the trandator going, Harry. | think we ought to stop him."

Charlie was alanky redhead with a mild manner, about the same age as the preacher, but
Henderson, who had experience, laid arestraining hand on his shoulder.

"I'll doit,” said Henderson, and scrambled up the ladder to the control room.

The control room was a pleasant shading of greys, brightly lit by the sunlight that streamed in through
the open archway. The opening to the outside was screened only by abillowing curtain of transparent
sarantype plagtic film, ion-coated to alow air to passfredy, but making a perfect and aseptic filter against
germs and small insects. The stocky engineer hung a clear respirator box over ashoulder, brought the
tube up to hismouth, and walked through the plastic film. It folded over him and wrapped himin an
intimate tacky embrace, and gripped to its own surface behind him, seding itself around him like aloose
skin. Just past the arch he walked through aframe of metd like aman-sized croquet wicket and stopped
whileit tightened anoose around the trailing films of plastic behind him, cutting him free of the doorway
curtain and sealing the break with heat.

Without waiting for the plastic to finish wrapping and tightening itself around him, the engineer went
down the ramp, trailing plagtic film in gossamer velils, like ghodtly battle flags.

They could use this smple wragpping of thin plastic asan airsuit air lock, for the ar of the new world
was rich and good, and the wrapping was needed only to repel strange germs or infections. They were
not even sure that there were any such germs; but the plastic was aroutine precaution for portsin
quarantine, and the two engineers were accustomed to wearing it. It alowed air to filter by fregly, so that
Henderson could fed thewind on hisskin, only dightly diminished. He was wearing uniform shorts, and
the wind felt cool and pleasant.

Around the spaceship stretched grassy meadow and thin forest, and beyond that in one direction lay



the blueline of the sea, and in another the hazy blue-green of distant low mountains. It was so like the
southern United States of Charli€'s boyhood that the young engineer had wept with excitement when he
first looked out of the ship. Harry Henderson did not weep, but he paused in his determined stride and
looked around, and understood again how incredibly lucky they had been to find an Earth-type planet of
such perfection. He was afirm believer in the hand of fate, and he wondered what fate planned for the
living things of this green planet, and why it had chosen him asits agent.

Down in the green meadow, near the foot of the ramp sat the trandator machine, ill inits crate and
on awheeled dolly but with one side opened to expose the controls. It looked like ahuge box, and it
was one of the most expengive of the new inductive language andysers, brought aong by their
passengersin the hope and expectation of finding a planet with natives.

Triumphant in his success, the passenger, the Revent Winton, sat cross-legged on top of the crate,
likeasmdl king on alarge throne. He was making a speech, using the mellow round tones of atrained
elocutonist, with dl the trangparent plastic around hisface hardly muffling hisvoice a al.

And the natives were listening. They sat around the trandator box in awideirregular circle, and
gared. They were bad, with fur in tufts about their knees and elbows. Occasionaly one got up, muttering
to the others, and hurried away; and occasionally one cameinto the areaand sat down to listen.

"Do not despair,” cdled Revent Winton, in bell-like tones. "Now that | have shown you the light, you
know that you have lived in darknessand sin dl your lives, but do not despair. . ."

The trandator machine was built to assmilate avast number of words and sentencesin any tongue,
aong with fifty or so wordsin direct trandation, and from that construct or find agrammatical pattern and
print a handbook of the native language. Meanwhile, it would trandate any word it was sure of.
Henderson figured out the meaning of afew native words the day before and recorded them in, and the
machine was industrioudy trandating those few words whenever they appeared, like adeep bell, talling
the antiphony to the preacher's voice. The machine spoke in an enormous bass that was Henderson's low
tones recorded through afilter and turned up to twenty times norma volume.

“I...LIGHT...YOU...YOU...LIVED..DARK...LIFE..."

The natives sat on the green grass and listened with an air of patient wonder.

"Revent Winton," Harry tried to attract his atention. Winton leaned towards the attentive natives, his
face softened with forgiveness. "No, say to yourselves merely—I havelived in error. Now | will learn the
true path of arighteouslife.”

The machinein the box below him trandated wordsinto its voice of muted thunder. "SAY YOU ... |
..LIVED ...1...PATH...LIFE...."

The natives moved. Some got up and came closer, staring at the box, and others clustered and
murmured to each other, and went away in smal groups, talking.

Henderson decided not to tell the Revent what the machine had said. But this had to be stopped.

"Revent Winton!"

The preacher leaned over and looked down at him benevolently. "What isit, my son?' Hewas
younger than the engineer, dark, intense and sure of his own righteousness.

"MY SON," sad the trandator machinein its voice of muted thunder. The sound rolled and echoed
faintly back from the nearby woods, and the natives stared a Henderson.

Henderson muttered a bad word. The natives would think he was Winton's son! Winton did not
know what it had said.

"Don't curse,” Winton said patiently. "What isit, Harry?"

"Sorry," Henderson apol ogized, leaning his arms on the edge of the crate. " Switch off the trandator,
will you?'

"WILL YOU ..." thundered the trandator. The preacher switched it off.

"Yes?' heasked, leaning forward. He was wearing a conservative suit of knitted dark grey tights and
ablack shirt. Henderson felt badly dressed in his shorts and bare hairy chest.

"Revent, do you think it'sthe right thing to do, to preach to these people? The trandator isn't finished,
and we don't know anything about them yet. Anthropol ogists don't even make asuggestion to anative
about his customs without studying the whole tribe and the way it livesfor a couple of generations. |



mean, you're going off half cocked. It'stoo soon to give them advice.”

"l cameto give them advice," Winton said gently. "They need my spiritud help. An anthropologist
comesto observe. They don't meddle with what they observe, for meddling would changeit. But | am
not hereto observe, | am hereto help them. Why should | wait?'

Winton had aremarkable skill with syllogigtic logic. He dways managed to sound asif hispostion
werelogical, somehow, in spite of Henderson's conviction that he was almost always entirely wrong.
Henderson often, as now, found himself unableto argue.

"How do you know they need help?' he asked uncertainly. "Maybe their way of lifeisal right.”

"Come now," said the preacher cheerfully, swinging his hand around the expanse of green horizon.
"These are just primitives, not angels. I'd be willing to guess that they eat their own kind, or torture, or
have human sacrifices.”

"Humanoid sacrifices,”" Henderson muttered.

Winton's ears were keen. "Don't quibble. Y ou know they will have somefilthy primitive custom or
other. Tribes on Earth used to have orgies and sacrificesin the spring. It's spring here—the Great Planner
probably intended usto find this place in time to stop them.”

"Oye," said Henderson and turned away to strike his forehead with the hedl of hishand. His
passenger was planning to interfere with aspring fertility ceremony. If these nativesheld such a
ceremony—and it was possible that they might—they would be convinced that the ceremony insured the
fertility of the earth, or the health of the sun, or the growth of the crops, or the return of thefish. They
would be convinced that without the ceremony, summer would never return, and they would al starve. If
Winton interfered, they would try to kill him.

Winton watched him, scowling a the melodrama of this gesture.

Henderson turned back to try to explain.

"Revent, | apped to you, tampering is dangerous. Let us go back and report this planet, and let the
government send asurvey ship. When the scientists arrive, if they find that we have been tampering with
the natives customs without waiting for advice, they will consider it acrime. Wewill be notoriousin
scientific journas. Well be considered respongble for any damage the natives sustain.”

The preacher glared. "Do you think that | am acoward, afraid of the anger of atheists?' He again
waved a hand, indicating the whole sweep of the planet's horizon around them. "Do you think we found
this place by accident? The Great Planner sent me herefor apurpose. | am responsible to Him, not to
you, or your scientist friends. | will fulfill His purpose.”" He leaned forward, staring a Henderson with
dark fanatical eyes. "Go weep about your reputation somewhere else.”

Henderson stepped back, getting aclearer view of the passenger, feding asif he had suddenly
sprouted fangs and claws. He was till as he had appeared before, an intense, brunet young man, wearing
dark tights and dark shirt, Sitting cross-legged on top of ahuge box, but now he looked primitive
somehow, like a prehistoric naked priest on top of an dtar.

"Anthropology isagaingt thiskind of thing," Henderson said.

Winton looked a him malevolently from hisfive foot eevation on the crate and the extra three feet of
his own seated height. "Y ou aren't an anthropologi<t, are you, Harry? Y ou're an engineer?"

"That'sright," Henderson admitted, hating him for the syllogism.

Wintons said swestly: "Then why don't you go back to the ship and work on the engine?"

"Therewill betrouble" Henderson said softly.

"I am prepared for trouble," the Revent Winton said equally softly. He took alarge old-fashioned
revolver out of hiscarry case, and rested it on hisknee.

The muzzle pointed midway between the engineer and the natives.

Henderson shrugged and went back up the ramp.

"Wheat did hedo?' Charlie wasfinishing his check of the fud timers, holding acoffee cup in hisfree
hand.

Angrily slent, Harry cut an exit dit from the plastic coating. He ripped off the gossamer films of
plastic, wadded them up together and tossed them in a salvage hopper.

"He told me to mind my own business. And that'swhat | am going to do.”



The preacher'simpressive voice began to ring again from the distance outside, and, every so often,
like a deep gong, the trandator machine would spesk aword in the native didect.

"Thetrandator istill going,” Charlie pointed out.

"Let it. He doesn't know what it is saying." Sulkily, Henderson turned to alibrary shelf, and pulled out
avolume The E.T. Planet, a manual of observation and behavior on extra-terrestrial planets, with
examples.

"What isit saying?"

"Almost nothing at dl. All it trandated out of along speech the creep madewas'l life path.' "

The younger engineer lost hissmile. "That was good enough for others. Winton doesn't know what
the box issaying?'

"Hethinksit'ssaying what heis saying. Hes giving out with hisusud line of maarky."

"Weve got to sop it!" Charlie began to climb the ladder.

Henderson shrugged. " So go out and tdll him the trandator isn't working right. | should havetold him.
But if | get closeto himnow, I'd strangle him."

Charliereturned later, grinning. "It's O.K. The natives are scared of Winton, and they like the box; so
they must think that the box istalking sensefor itself, and Winton is gibbering in astrange language.”

"Heis. Anditis" Henderson said sourly. "They areright.”

"You'rekind of hard on him." Charlie sarted searching the shelves for another copy of the manud of
procedure for survey teams. "But | can see what you mean. Anyhow, | told Winton that he was making a
bad impression on the natives. It stopped him. It stopped him cold. He said he would put off preaching
for aweek and study the natives alittle. But he said we ought to fix up the trandator, so thet it trandates
what he says." Charlie turned, smiling, with abook in one hand, "That givesustime.”

"Timefor what?' Henderson growled without looking up from hisbook. "Do you think we can
change Winton's mind? That bonehead believes that butting into peopleslivesisasacred duty. Try
talking any bonehead out of a sacred duty! He'd butt into a cannibal banquet! | hope he does. | hope
they et him!"

"Long pig,” Charlie mused, temporarily diverted by the picture. "Tastes good to people, probably
would taste foul to these natives, they're not the same species.”

"He says he's planning to stop their spring festival. If it has sacrifices or anything he doesn't like, he
sayshell stopit.”

Charlie placed hisfists on the table and |eaned across towards Henderson, lowering hisvoice.

"L ook, we don't know even if the natives are going to have any spring festiva. Maybe if weinvestigate
well find out that there won't be one, or maybe well find out that Winton can't do them any harm.
Maybe we don't have to worry. Only let's go out and investigate. We can write up reports on whatever
wefind, in stlandard form, and the journaswill print them when we get back. Glory and dl likethat." He
added, watching Henderson's expression: "Maybe, if we have to, we can break the trandator.”

It was the end of the season of dry. Theriver was small and ran in anarrow channel, and there were
many fish near the surface. Spet worked rapidly, collecting fish from the fish traps, returning the empty
traps to the water, sdting thefish.

Hewaswinded, but pleased with the recollection of last night's feast, and hungry in anticipation of the
feast of the evening to come. Thiswas the season of the specia meals, cooking herbs and roots and
delicacieswith the fish. Tonight's feast might be the last he would ever have, for ahaze was thickening
over the horizon, and tomorrow the rains might come.

One of the strangers came and watched him. Spet ignored him politely and sdted the fish without
looking at him directly. It was dangerous to ignore a stranger, but to make the formal peace gestures and
agreements would be implying that the stranger was from atribe of enemies, when he might dready bea
friend. Spet preferred to be polite, so he pretended not to be concerned that he was being watched.

The haze thickened in the sky, and the sunlight weakened. Spet tossed the empty trap back to its
placein theriver with askillful heave of hisstrong short arms. If he lived through the next week, hisarms
would not be strong and short, they would be weak and long. He began to haul in another trap line,



sneaking Side glances at the stranger as he pulled.

The stranger was remarkably ugly. Hisfeatureswere dl misfit szes. Reddish brown al over likea
dead leaf, and completely bald of hair at knees and elbows, he shone asif he were wet, covered al over
with atransparent shininess, like water, but the water never dripped. He was thick and sturdy and quick
moving, like ayoungling, but did not work. Very strange, unlike redity, he stood quietly watching,
without attacking Spet, athough he could have attacked without breaking a peace gesture. So he was
probably not of any enemy tribe.

It was possible that the undripping water was an illusion, meant to indicate that the stranger wasredly
the ghost of someone who had drowned.

The stranger continued to watch. Spet braced hisfeet against the grass of the bank and heaved on
the next trap line, wanting to show his strength. He heaved too hard, and astrand of the net gave way.
The stranger waded out into the water, and pulled in the strand, so that no fish escaped.

It wasthe act of afriend. And yet when the net trap was safely drawn up on the bank, the brown
stranger stepped back without comment or gesture, and watched exactly as before—asif hishelp was
the routine of one kinfolk to another.

That showed that the brown one was hiskin and amember of hisfamily. But Spet had seen dl of his
live kinfolk, and none of them looked so strange. It followed reasonably that the brown one was a ghos,
aghost of ardative who had drowned.

Spet nodded at the ghost and transferred the fish from the trap to the woven baskets and salted
them. He squatted to repair the broken strand of the net.

The brown ghost squatted beside him. It pointed at the net and made an inquiring sound.

"l am repairing the trap, Grandfather,” Spet explained, using the most respectful namefor the brown
ghodt rdlative.

The ghost put a hand over his own mouth, then pointed at the ground and released its mouth to make
another inquiring noise.

"The ground is il dry, Grandfather,” Spet said cordidly, wondering what he wanted to know. He
rose and flung the trgp net out on itslineinto the river, hoping that the brown ghost would admire his
strength. Figuresin dreams often cameto tell you something, and often they could not speak, but the way
they looked and the signs they made were meant to give you amessage. The brown ghost was shaped
like ayoungling, like Spet, asif he had drowned before his adult hanging ceremony. Perhapsthis one
camein daylight instead of dreams, because Spet was going to die and join the ghosts soon, before he
became an adult.

The thought was frightening. The haze thickening on the horizon looked ominous.

The brown ghost repeated what Spet had said, almost in Spet's voice, blurring the words dightly.
The ground is still dry Grandfather. He pointed at the ground and made an inquiring noise.

"Ground,” said Spet thinking about death, and every song he had heard about it. Then he heard the
ghost repest the word, and saw the satisfaction of his expression, and redlized that the ghost had
forgotten how to talk, and wanted to be taught al over again, like anewborn.

That made courtesy suddenly asimple and pleasant game. As Spet worked, he pointed a everything,
and said the word, he described what he was doing, and sometimes he sang the childhood work songs,
that described the work.

The ghost followed and helped him with the nets, and listened and pointed at things he wanted to
learn. Around hiswaist coiled ablind silver snake that Spet had not noticed at first, and the ghost turned
the head of the snake towards Spet when he sang, and sometimes the ghost talked to the snake himsdlf,
with explanatory gestures.

It was very shocking to Spet that anyone would explain thingsto asnake, for snakesarewise, and a
blind snake isthe wise one of dreams—he who knows everything. The blind snake did not need to be
explained to. Spet averted his eyes and would not 100k &t it.

The ghost and he worked together, walking up the river bank, hauling traps, salting fish, and throwing
the traps back, and Spet told what he was doing, and the ghost talked down to the snake around his
waist, explaining something about what they were doing.



Once the brown ghost held the blind silver snake out towards Spet, indicating with agesture that he
should spek toit.

Terrified and awed, Spet fell to hisknees. "Tdl me, Wisest One, if you wish to tell me, will | diein
the hanging?'

He waited, but the snake lay with casual indifference in the ghost's hand, and did not move or reply.

Spet rose from his knees and backed away. " Thank you, oh Wise One."

The ghost spoke to the snake, speaking very quietly, with apol ogetic gestures and much explanation,
then wrapped it again around hiswaist, and helped Spet carry the loads of sdted fish, without speaking
again, or pointing a anything.

It was dmaost sundown.

On theway back to hisfamily hut, Spet passed the Box That Speaks. The black gibbering spirit sat
on top of it and gibbered as usud, but thistime the Box stopped him and spoke to him, and called him by
his own name, and asked questions about hislife.

Spet was carrying a heavy load of sdted fish in two baskets hung on ayoke across one sturdy
shoulder. Hewastired. He stood in the midst of the green meadow that in other seasons had been a
river, with the sllver hut of the ghosts throwing along shadow across him. Hislegs weretired from
wading in theriver, and his mind wastired from the brown ghost asking him questions adl day; so he
explained the thing that was uppermost in hismind, instead of discussing fishing and wesether. He
explained that he was going to die. The ceremony of Hanging, by which the dmost-adults became adullts,
was going to occur at thefirdt rain, five younglings were ready, usualy most of them lived, but he thought
hewould die.

The box fdl silent, and the ghost on top stopped gibbering, so Spet knew that it wastrue, for people
fal glent a atruth that they do not want to say aoud.

He made a polite gesture of leave-taking to the box, and went towards his family hut, feding very
unhappy. During the feast of that evening dl the small ones ate happily of fish and roots and became even
fatter, and the thin adults picked at the roots and herbs. Spet was the only youngling of adult-beginning
age, and he should have been eating well to grow fat and build up his strength, but instead he went
outsde and looked at the sky and saw that it was growing cloudy. He did not go back in to the feast
again, instead he crouched againgt thewall of the hut and shivered without deeping. Before hiseyes
rested the little flat-bottomed boats of the family, resting in the dust behind the hut for the happy days of
the rain. Hewould never travel in those boats again.

Hanging upside down was a painful way to become an adult, but worthiit, if you lived. It was going to
be avery bad way to die.

Hurrying and breathless with his news, Revent Winton came upon the two engineers crouched at the
river bank. "l found out . . ." he began.

"Shhh." onesaid without turning.

They were staring at asmall creature at the edge of the water.

Winton approached closer and crouched beside them. "'l have news that might interest you." He held
hisvoiceto alow murmur, but the triumph sounded in it like arasp cutting through glass, avibration that
drew quick speculative glances from the engineers. They turned their attention back to the water's edge.

"Tdl uswhenthisisover. Wait."

The young preacher looked a what they were staring at, and saw alittle four-legged creature with
large eyes and bright pointed teeth struggling feebly in the risng water. The younger engineer, Charlie,
wastaking pictures of it.

"Itsfeet are stuck," Winton whispered. "Why don't you help it?"

"It'srooting itsalf,” Henderson murmured back. "We're afraid that loud noises might make it stop.”

"Rooting itself?* Winton was confused.

"Theanima hastwo life stages, like abarnacle. Y ou know, abarnacleisalittle fish that swims
around before it settles down to being just kind of alump of rock. This one has arooted stage that's



coming on it now. When the water gets up to its neck it rolls up underwater and sticks its front legs out
and sarts acting like akind of seaweed. Its hind feet are growing roots. Thisisthe third one weve
watched."

Winton looked at the struggling little cresture. The water was rising towards its neck. Thelarge bright
eyes and small bared teeth looked frightened and uncomprehending. Winton shuddered.

"Horrible" he murmured. "Doesit know what is happening?’

Henderson shrugged, "At least it knows the water isrising, and it knowsit must not run away. It has
to stand there and dig itsfeet in." Helooked at Winton's expression and looked away. "'Instinct comes as
apowerful urge to do something. Y ou can't fight ingtinct. Usudly it'sapleasureto givein. It'snot so

Revent Paul Winton had aways been afraid of drowning. He risked another glance at thelittle
creature that was going to turn into a seaweed. The water had almost reached its neck, and it held its
head high and panted rapidly with athin whimpering sound.

"Horrible," Winton turned his back to it and pulled Henderson farther up the bank away from the
river. "Mr. Henderson, | just found something.”

Hewas very serious, but now he had trouble phrasing what he had to say. Henderson urged him,
"Well, goon."

"I found it out from anative. The trandator isworking better today."

"Charlieand | just recorded about four hundred words and phrasesinto it by distance pickup. Weve
been interviewing natives al day." Henderson's face suddenly grew cold and angry. "By theway, |
thought you said that you weren't going to use the trandator until it isready.”

"l wasjust checking it." Winton actualy seemed gpologetic. "I didn't say anything, just asked
questions.”

"All right," Henderson nodded grudgingly. "Sorry | complained. What happened? Y oure dl upset,
man!”

Winton evaded his eyes and turned away, he seemed to be looking at the river, with its banks of
bushes and trees. Then he turned and looked in the direction of theinland hills, his expression vague.
"Beautiful green country. It looks so peaceful. God islavish with beauty. It shows His goodness. When
wethink that God is crud, it isonly because we do not understand. God is not redlly cruel.”

"All right, S0 God isnot redlly crud," Henderson repested crudlly. " So what's new?

Winton winced and pulled his atention back to Henderson.

"Henderson, you've noticed that there are two kinds of natives, tal, thin onesthat are dow, and
quick, sturdy, short onesthat do al the hard work. The sturdy oneswe seein al ages, from child size up.
Right?'

"l noticed."

"What did you think it meant?'

"Charlieand | talked about it." Henderson was puzzled. "Just a guess, but we think that the tal ones
are aristocrats. They probably own the short ones, and the short onesdo al thework.”

Thick cloudswere piled up over the far hills, accounting for the dow risein theriver level.

"The short ones are the children of thetall thin ones. Thetall thin ones are the adults. The adultsare
al sck, that iswhy the children do al thework."

"What .....Henderson began, but Winton overrode his voice, continuing passionately, his eyes staring
ahead a the hills,

"They are sick because of something they do to themsalves. The young ones, strong and healthy,
when they are ready to become adultsthey . . . they are hung upside down. For days, Henderson, maybe
for more than aweek, the trandator would not trandate how long. Some of them die. Most of them. . .
most of them are Stretched, and become long and thin. He stopped, and started again with an effort. "The
native boy could not tell me why they do this, or how it Started. It has been going on for so long that they
cannot remember.”

Abruptly, and, to Henderson, shockingly, the preacher dropped to his knees and put his hands
together. Hetilted his head back with shut eyes and burst into prayer.



"Oh Lord, | do not know why Y ou waited so long to help them to the true light, but | thank Y ou that
Y ou sent meto stop this horrible thing.”

Quickly he stood up and brushed hisknees. "Y ou'll help me, won't you?" he asked Henderson.

"How do we know it's true?' Henderson scowled. "It doesn't seem reasonable.”

"Not reasonable?’ Winton recovered his poise in sudden anger. "Come now Harry, you've been
talking asif you knew some anthropology. Surely you remember the puberty ceremonies. Natives often
have initiation ceremoniesfor the young maes. It'sto test their manhood. They torture the boys, and the
oneswho can take it without whimpering are considered to be men, and graduated. Filthy cruelty! The
authorities have dways made them stop.”

"No one around here has any authority to order anyone elseto stop,” Harry grunted. He was shaken
by Winton's description of the puberty ceremony, and managed to be sarcastic only from adeep
conviction that Winton had been aways wrong, and therefore would continue to be wrong. It was not
safe to agree with the man. 1t would mean being wrong along with Winton.

"No authority? What of God?'

"Well, what of God?' Henderson asked nadtily. "If He is everywhere. He was here before you
arrived here. And He never did anything to stop them. Y ou've only known them aweek. How long has
God known them?"

"Y ou don't understand.” The dark-haired young man spoke with total conviction, standing taler,
pride straightening his spine. "1t was more than mere luck that we found this planet. It ismy degtiny to
stop these people from their ceremony. God sent me.”

Henderson was extremely angry, in awhite-faced way. He had taken the preacher's air of superiority
in the close confine of a gpaceship for two months, and listened patiently to his preaching without letting
himsdf be angry, for the sake of peace in the spaceship. But now hewas out in the free air again, and he
had had hisfill of arrogance, and wanted no more.

"Isthat s07" he asked nadtily. "Wdll, I'm on this expedition, too. How do you know that God did not
send me, to stop you?"

Charliefinished taking pictures of thelittle animal under water asit changed, and came back up the
bank, refolding the underwater lens. He was in time to see Winton dap the chief engineer in the face, spit
out some profanity that would have started him on an hour of mord lecture, if he had heard either of them
emit such words. He saw Winton turn and run, not asif he were running away, but asif he were running
to do something, in sudden impatience.

Ten minutes later Henderson had finished explaining what was bothering the preacher. They lay on
the bank lazily looking down into the water, putting haf attention into locating some other interesting life
form, and enjoying the reflection of sunset in theripples.

"I wish | could chew grass," Henderson said. "It would makeit just like watching ariver when | was
akid. But the plastic stuff on my face keeps me from putting anything into my mouth.”

"The leaves would probably be poisonous anyhow," Charlie brushed ahand through the pretty green
of the grass. It was wiry and tough with thin round blades, like marsh grass. "Thisisn't redly grass. This
isn't redly Earth, you know."

"I know, | wish | could forget it. | wonder what that creep, Winton, is doing now." Henderson rolled
on hisback and looked lazily at the sky. "1've got one up on him now. | got him to act like acreep right
out in the open. Hewon't be giving methat superior, fatherly bilge. He might even call me Henderson
now instead of Harry."

"Don't ask too much," Charlie clipped a piece of leaf from aweed and absently tried to put it into his
mouth. It was stopped by the transparent plastic film that protected him from local germs and filtered the
ar he breathed.

Heflicked the leaf away, "How did that creep get to be amissonary? Nothing wrong with him,
except he can't get on with people. Doesn't help in hisline of work to be like that.”

"Easy, likel said," said Henderson, staring into the darkening pink and purple of the sky. "They
encouraged him to be amissionary so hewould go far far away. Don't ever tell him. He thinksthat he



was chosen for his oquence.” Henderson rolled back on to his ssomach and looked at theriver. It was
achilly purple now, with slver ripples. "More clouds over the mountains. And those little clouds
overhead might thicken up and rain. If theriver kegpsrising, there might be aflood. We might haveto
movethe ship."

"Winton said the native mentioned aflood." Charlie got up lazily and stretched. " Getting dark out here
anyhow. Well haveto find out more about that interview.”

They went in search of the preacher.

What he told them was disturbing, and vague.

"That was Spet," Henderson said. "That was the one | waslearning words from al afternoon. And he
told you hewas going to die?"

Winton was earnest and pale. He sat crouched over the chart table asif his resolution to act had
frightened him. "Y es. He said he was going to die. He said that they were going to hang him upside down
in atree as soon as the next rain sarts. Because heis old enough.”

"But he said that other young maleslive through it? Maybe he'swrong about dying. Maybeit's not as
tough asit sounds.”

"He said that many die," Winton said tonelesdy. His hands lay motionless on the table. Hewas
moved to a sudden flare of anger. "'Oh those stupid savages. Crud, crud!" Heturned his head to
Henderson, looking up at him without the usua patronizing expression. "Y oull fix the trandator so that it
trand ates me exactly, won't you? | don't want to shoot them to stop them from doing it. I'll just stop them
by explaining that God doesn't want them to do thisthing. They will have to understand me.”

Heturned his head to Charlie, standing beside him. "The savages call me Enaxip. What does that
mean? Do they think I'm agod'?'

"It means Big Box," Henderson cut in roughly. "They gtill think thet the box istalking. | seethem
watch the box when they answer, they don't watch you. | don't know what they think you are.”

That night it did not rain. Winton allowed himsdlf to fall adeep near dawn.

To Spet dso it made adifferencethat it did not rain.

The next day he fished in theriver as he dways had.

Theriver was swollen and ran high and swiftly between its banks and fishing was not essy &t firdt, but
the brown ghost returned, bringing another one like himsalf, and they both helped Spet with pulling in the
fish traps. The new ghost aso wanted to be told how to talk, like asmall one, and they al had
cong derable amusement as the two ghosts acted out ordinary things that often happened, and Spet told
them the right words and songs to explain what they were doing.

One of them taught him aword in ghost language, and he knew that he was right to learn, because he
would soon be aghost.

When Spet carried the fish back aong the path to hisfamily hut that evening, he passed the Box That
Taks. It spoke to him again, and again asked him questions.

The spirit covered with black that usualy gibbered on top of the box was not there. Nothing was on
top of the box, but the brown ghost who had just been helping him fish stood beside the box and spoke
to it softly each time it asked Spet a question. The box spoke softly back to the ghost after Spet
answered, discussing hisanswers, asif they had a problem concerning him.

Spet answered the questions politely, although some of them were difficult questions, asking reasons
for things he had never thought needed a reason, and some were questions it was not polite to ask. He
did not know why they discussed him, but it was their business and they would tell himif they chose.

When heleft them, the brown ghost made a gesture of respect and mutua aid in work, and Spet
returned, warmed and pleased by the respect of the ghost-relative.

Hedid not remember to be afraid until he was almost home.

It begantorain.

Charlie came up the ramp and into the spaceship, and found Henderson pacing up and down, his



thick shoulders hunched, hisfists clenched, and hisface wrinkled with worry. "Hi." Charlie did not expect
an answer. He kicked the lever that tightened the noose on the curtain plastic behind him, watched the
hot wire cut him loose from the curtain and sedl the curtain in the same motion. He stood carefully folding
and smoothing his new wrapping of plastic around himsdlf, to make sure that the coating he had worn
outside was completely coated by the new wrapping. All outside dust and germs had to be trapped
between the two layers of sterile germproof plagtic.

He stood mildly smoothing and adjjusting the wrappings, watching Henderson pace with only the very
dimmest flicker of interest showing deep in his eyes. He could withdraw his attention so that aman
working beside him could fed completely unwatched and asif he had the privacy of acloak of invishility.
Charlie was well mannered and courteous, and thiswas part of his courtesy.

"How'rethings?' he asked casudly, ditting open his plastic cocoon and stepping out.

Henderson stopped pacing and took a cigar from abox on the table with savage impatience in his
motions. "Very bad," he said. "Winton was right."

"Eh?" Charlie wadded up the plastic and tossed it into the disposal hopper.

"The natives, they actudly doit." Henderson clenched the cigar between histeeth and lit it with
savagejerky motions. "I asked Spet. No mistake in the trandator thistime. He said, yes, they hang the
young men upside down in the trees after the first spring rain. And yes, it hurt, and yes sometimes one
died, and no he didn't know why they had to do this or what it wasfor. Hal" Henderson threw the cigar
away and began to pace again, snarling.

"Ohyes, thetrandator wasworking finel Generations of torturing their boyswith thisthing, and the
adults can't remember how it started, or why, and they go on doing it anyway. . . ."

Charlieleaned back againgt the chart table, following his pacing with hiseyes. "Maybe," he said
mildly, "thereé's some good reason for the custom.”

"A good reason to hang upside down for aweek? Name onel™

Charlie did not answer.

"l just camefrom the native village," he said conversationally as though changing the subject. "Winton
has started. He's got the trandator box right in the center of their village now, and he's Sitting on top of it
telling them that God is watching them, and stuff like that. | tried to reason with him, and he just pointed a
gun a me. He said heéld stop the hanging ceremony even if he had to kill both of usand haf the nativesto
doit."

"So let himtry to stop them, just by talking." Henderson, who had stopped to listen, began to pace
again, glowering a thefloor. "That flapping mouth! Taking won't doit. Talking by itself never does
anything. I'm going to do it the easy way. I'm going to kidnap Spet, and keep them from getting him.

"Charlie, tribes only do things at the right season, what they call the right season. Well turn Spet
loose after the week isup, and they won't [lay ahand on him. They'll just wait until next year. Meanwhile
they'll be seeing that the trees aren't angry at them or any of that malarky. When they see that Spet got
away with it, they'll have achance to see ayoung mae who's becoming a hedthy adult without being al
stretched out and physically wrecked.

"And maybe next year, Spet will decideto get lost by himself. Maybe after looking at how Spet
looks compared with an adult who was hanged, some of the kids due for hanging next year would duck
into the forest and get lost when it's due.”

"It'sagood dream,” Charlie said, lounging, following Henderson's pacing with hiseyes. "'l won't
remind you that we swore off dreaming. But I'm with you in this, man. How do we find Spet?"

Henderson sat down, smiling. "Well see him at the stream tomorrow. We don't need to do anything
until it gartsraining.” Charlie started rummaging in the tool locker. "Got to get acouple of flashlights. We
have to move fast. Have to find Spet in ahurry. It'saready raining, been raining dmost an hour.”

Darkness and rain, and it was very strange being upside down. Not forma and ceremonid, likea
story-song about it, but redl, like hauling nets and thatching huts, and eeting with his brothers. The world
seemed to be upside down. The tree trunk was beside him, strong and solid, and the ground was above
him like aroof being held up by the tree, and the Sky was below hisfeet and very far away . . . and



looking down at the clouds swirling in the depth of the Sky hewas afraid of fdlingintoit. The sky wasa
lake, and hewould fal through it like a stone fdling through water. If onefdl into the sky, one would fall
and fdl for along time, it looked so very deep.

Rainfdl upwards out of the sky and hit him under the chin. His ankles and wrists were tightly bound,
but did not hurt, for the elders had used a soft rope of many strandstied in away that would not stop
circulation. Hisarmswere at his sdes, hiswrists bound to the same strand that pulled at his ankles, and
the pull on hisarmswas like standing upright, carrying asmall weight of something. Hewasin astanding
position, but upside down. It was oddly comfortable. The elders had many generations of experienceto
guide them, and they had chosen atall tree with ahigh branch that was above the flood. They had
seemed wise and certain, and he had felt confidence in them as they had bound and hung him up with
great gentleness, spesking quietly to each other.

Then they had left him, towing their little flat-boats across the forest floor that was now aroof above
his head, walking tal and stork-like acrossthe dim lit glistening ground, which looked so strangely likea
rough, wet ceiling supported by the trunks of trees.

The steady rain drummed againg the twigs and small spring leaves, solashing in the degpening trickles
of water that ran along the ground. Spet knew that somewhere the river was overflowing its banks and
spreading into the forest and across meadows to meet and deepen therain water. In the village the street
would be muddy, and the children would be shouting, trying aready to pole the boats in the Street, wild
with impatience for therising of theriver, to see again the cold swift flow of water and watch the huts of
the town sag and flow downwards, dissolve and vanish benesath the smooth surface.

For a month in the time of floods everyone would livein boats. Histribe would paddle and pole up
the coast, meeting other tribes, trading baskets and fishhooks, sdlt fish for salt meat, and swapping the
old stories and songs with new variations brought from far places. Last time they had been lucky enough
to come upon alarge animad caught in the flood, swimming and helplessto resst the hunters. The men of
the enemy tribe had traded skin for half the roast meat on araft, and sang along story song that no one
had heard before. That was the best feast of all.

Then the horde of small boats would come home to the lakes that were draining meadows and forest,
and take down the sick and dying young men who had been hanging in the trees, and tend and feed them
and cdl them "elder.” They would then travel again for food, to fight through stormsto sat the meet of
drowned animals and hunt the deep seafish caught in the dwindling lakes.

When the rains had stopped and the land began to dry, they would return to the damp and drying
land to sing and work and build avillage of the smooth fresh clay |eft by the flood. But Spet would not
see those good times again. He hung in his tree upside down with the rain beating coolly againgt his skin.
It was growing too dark to see more than the dim light of the sky. He shut his eyes, and behind his shut
eyeswere pictures and memories, and then dreams.

Here heis. How do we get him down. Did you bring a knife. How do we get up to him. It's
dippery. | can't climb thisthing. Wait, I'll give you a boost.

A flash of light, too steedy for lightning, lasting a full second. Spet awoke fully, staring into the
darkness, looking for thelight which now was gone, listening to the mingled voicesin the strange
language.

"Don't use the flashlight, it will frighten him."

"Going to try to explain to him what we're doing?"

"No, not right away. He'll come along. Spet's a pal of mine already.”

"Man, do these trees have roots. As big as the branches!"

"Like mangroves?"

"You're always claiming the South has everything. What are mangroves?"

"Florida swamp trees. They root straight into deep water. Give a hand here.”

"Keepsraining like this and they're going to need their roots. How high can we climb just on
the roots anyhow?"

"Think you're kidding? Why else would they have roots like this? Thisterritory must be



underwater usually, deep water. Thisflat land must be delta country. We're just in the dry
season."

"What do you mean delta country? I'm a city boy, define your terms.”

"I mean, we're at the mouth of one of those big wandering rivers like the Mississippi or the
Yellow River that doesn't know where it's going to run next, and splits up into a lot of little rivers
at the coast, and moves its channel every spring. | noticed that grass around the ship looked like
salt water grass. Should have thought about it."

A dark figure appeared beside Spet and climbed past him toward the branch where the rope was
tied. The next voice was distant. " You trying to tell me we landed the ship in a riverbed? Why didn't
you say something when we were landing?"

"Didn't think of it, then." That voicewasloud and close. "It's a fine time to think of it now. |
left the ship wide open. You up there yet?"

"Uh huh. I'mloosening the rope. Going to lower him slow. Catch him and keep him from
landing on his head, will you?"

"Ready. Lower away."

The voices stopped and the world began to spin, and the bole of the tree began to move past Spet's
face.

Suddenly apair of wet arms gripped him, and the voice of the brown ghost cdlled, " Got him."

Immediately the rope ceased to pull at Spet's ankles, and he fell againgt the brown ghost head-first
and they both tumbled againgt the dippery high roots and did down from one thick root to another until
they stopped at the muddy ground. The ghost barked afew short words and began to untie the complex
knots from Spet's ankles and wrigts.

It was strange Sitting on the wet ground with its coating of last year'sleaves. Even right-side up the
forest looked strange, and Spet knew that this was because of degth, and he began to sing his desth
ong.

The brown ghost helped him to hisfeet, and said clearly in ordinary words, "Come on, boy, you can
sng when we get there.”

Hisfriend dropped down from alow branch to the higher roots of the tree, dipped and fell on the
ground beside them.

In Spet's language the standing one said to the other, "No timefor resting, Charlie, let'sgo.”

It was very dark now, and the drips from the forest branches poured more heavily, beating against
the skin.

The ghost on the ground barked afew of the same words the relative-ghost had made when he had
falen, and got up. The two started off through the forest, beckoning Spet to follow. Hewondered if he
were aghost dready. Perhaps the ghosts had taken him to be a ghost without waiting for him to die. That
was nice of them, and afavor, possibly because they were kinfolk. He followed them.

Therain had lightened, and become the steedly, light falling spray that it would be for the next severa
days. Walking was difficult, for the floor of the forest was dippery with wet leaves, and the mud
underneath was growing soft again, remembering thetime it had been part of the water of theriver,
remembering that the river had |eft it there only ayear ago. The ghosts with him made sputtering wordsin
ghogt talk, sometimes tripped and floundered and fell, helped each other up and urged him on.

Theforest smelled of the good sweet odors of damp earth and growing green leaves. The water and
mud were cooling againg his hurting feet, and Spet unaccountably wanted to linger in theforest, and Sit,
and perhaps deep.

The floods were coming, and the ghosts had no boats with them.

"Come on, Spet. We go to big boat. Come on, Spet.”

Why did they stumble and flounder through the forest without aboat? And why were they afraid?
Could ghosts drown? These ghosts, with their perpetually wet appearance—if they had drowned once,
would they be forced to relive the drowning, and be caught in the floods every year? A bad thing that
happened once, had to happen again and again in dreams. And your spirit self in the dream lived it each
time as something new. Thereis no memory in the dream country. These ghosts were dream people,



even though they choseto bein the awake world. They were probably bound by the laws of the dream
world.

They would have to re-enact their drowning. Their boat was far away, and they were running
towards the water course where the worst wave of the flood would come.,

Spet understood suddenly that they wanted him to drown. He could not become aghogt, like these
friendly brown ghosts, and livein their world, without first dying.

He remembered hisfirst thought of them, that they carried theillusion of water over them because
they had once drowned. They wanted him to be like them. They were trying to lure him through waters
where he would stumble and drown asthey had.

Naturdly asthey urged him on their gestures were nervous and guilty. It isnot easy to urge afriend
onwardsto his death. But to be shaped like ayoung one, merry, brown, and covered with water,
obvioudy he had to be drowned as they were drowned, young and merry, before the hanging had made
asad adult of him.

Hewould not let them know that he had guessed their intention. Running with them towards the place
where the flood would be worst, he tried to remember a what verse he had stopped singing his death
song, and began again from that verse, snging to stop the fear-thoughts. The rain beat coolly againgt his
face and chest asheran.

Each man in hisown panic, they burst from the forest into the clearing. The engineers saw with a
wave of relief that the spaceship was till there, a pae shaft upright in the midst of water. Wherethe
meadow had been was along narrow lake, reflecting the faint light of the sky, freckled with drifting
Spattersof rain.

"How do weget toit?" Charlie turned to them.

"How highisthewater? Isthe ramp covered?' Henderson asked practicdly, squinting through the
ran.

"Ramp looksthe same. | see grass sticking up in the water. It's not deep.”

Charlietook a careful step and then another out into the silvery surface. Spongy grass met hisfeet
under the surface, and the water |apped above his ankles, but no higher.

"It'sshdlow."

They started out towards the ship. It took courage to put their feet down into a surface that
suggested unseen depth.

The shallow current of water tugged at their ankles, and grew deeper and stronger.

"Henderson, wait!"

The three stopped and turned at the call. The path to the village was close, curving awvay from the
forest towardsthe distant river bank, asilvery road of water among dark bushes. A dark figure came
stumbling aong the path, surrounded by the Silvery shine of the risng water. Ripples soread from his
anklesasheran.

He came to the edge where the bushes stopped and the meadow began, saw the |ake-appearance of
it, and stopped. The others were aready thirty feet away.

"Henderson! Charliel™

"Walk, it'snot deep yet. Hurry up." Charlie gestured urgently for him to follow them. They were il
thirty feet out, ganding in the smooth silver of therising water. It was amost to their knees.

Winton did not move. He looked across the shining shalow expanse of water, and hisvoicerose
ghrilly. "It'salake, we need boats.”

"It'sshalow," Charlie caled. Therain beat down on the water, specking it in smal vanishing
pockmarks. The two engineers hesitated, |ooking back at Winton, sensing something wrong.

Winton's voice was low, but the harshness of desperation made it clear asif he had screamed.

"Please. | can't swvim—"

"Go get him," Henderson told Charlie. "He's got a phobia. I'll herd Spet to the ship, and then head
back to help you."

Charlie was dready splashing in long strides back to the immobile figure of the preacher. He sarted
to shout when he got within earshot.



"Why didn't you say so, man? We dmost |eft you behind!" He crouched down before the motionless
fear-dazed figure. "Get on, man. Y ou're getting taxi service."

"What?' asked Winton in asmall distant voice. The water lapped higher.

"Get on my back," Charlie snapped impatiently. "Y ou're getting transportation.”

"The houses dissolved, and they went off in boats and left me aone. They said that | was an evil
gpirit. | think they did the hangings anyway, even though | told them it waswrong." Winton's voice was
vague, but he climbed on Charli€'s back. "The houses dissolved.”

"Speak up, sop mumbling,” muttered Charlie.

The spaceship stood upright ahead in the center of the shallow silver lake that had been a meadow.
Its doors were open, and the bottom of the ramp was covered by water. Water tugged against Charlie's
lower legs as heran, and the rain beat againgt their faces and shouldersin acool drumming.

It would have been pleasant, except that the fear of drowning was growing even in Charlie, and the
slver of the shallow new lake seemed to threaten an unseen depth ahead.

"There seemsto be acurrent,” Winton said with an attempt at casua remarks. "Funny, thiswater
looks natural here, asif the place were ariver, and those trees look like the banks."

Charlie said nothing. Winton wasright, but it would not be wiseto tell aman with phobia about
drowning that they were trying to walk across the bed of ariver while the water returned to its channel.

"Why are you running?' asked the man he carried. "To catch up with Henderson."

Once they were ins de the spaceship with the door shut they could ignore the water level outside.
Onceinside, they would not haveto tell Winton anything about how it was outside. A spaceship madea
good submarine.

Thewater level was amog to Charlie's knees and he ran now in adifficult lurching fashion. Winton
pulled up hisfeet nervoudy to keep them from touching the water. The plastic which they wore was
semi-permesble to water and both of them were soaked.

"Who isthat up ahead with Henderson?"

"Spet, the native boy."

"How did you persuade him to stay away from the ceremony?*

"We found him hanging and cut him down."

"Oh," Winton was silent amoment trying to absorb the fact that the engineers had succeeded in
rescuing someone. "It's adifferent approach. | talked, but they wouldn't listen.” He spoke apologetically,
hanging on to Charlie's shoulders, his voicejolting and stopping as Charlie tripped over aconceded tuft
of grass or small bush under the water. "They didn't even answer—or look a me. When the water got
deep they went off inlittle boats and didn't leave aboat for me." Charlie tripped again and staggered to
one knee. They both briefly floundered waist deep in the water, and then Charliewas up again, ill witha
grip on his passenger'slegs, so that Winton was firmly on his back.

When he spoke again Winton's tone was casud, but hisvoice was hystericdly highin pitch. "1 asked
them for aboat, but they wouldn't look a me."

Charlie did not answer. He respected Winton's attempt to conceal histerror. The touch of water can
be a horrifying thing to a man with a phobia of drowning. He could think of nothing to distract Winton's
attention from his danger, but he hoped desperately that the man would not notice that the water had
deepened. It isnot possible to run in water over knee height. There was no way to hurry now. Therain
had closed in in veiling curtains, but he thought he saw the smdll figures of Henderson and the nativein the
distance reach the ramp which led to the spaceship.

If theflood hit them al now, Henderson and Spet could get insde, but how would he himself get this
man with aphobiaagainst water off his back and into the water to swim? He could visualize the bony
armstightening around histhroat in an hysterical stranglehold. If adrowning man gets aclutch on you,
you are supposed to knock him out and tow him. But how could he get this non-swimming type off his
back and out where he could be hit?

If Winton could not brace himself to walk in water up to his ankles, he was not going to let go and try
to swimin water up to hisneck. Hed flip, for sure! Charlie found no logical escape from the picture. The
pressure of the strong bony arms around histhroat and shoulders and the quick irregular bresthing of the



man he was carrying made him fedl trgpped.

The water rose another inch or so, and the drag of it againgt hislegs became heavier. The current
was pulling Sdewise.

"Y ou're going dowly." Winton's voice had the harsh rasp of fear.

"No hurry." With difficulty, Charlie found bresth to spesk in anormd tone. "Almost there.”

The curtain of rain lifted for amoment and he saw the spaceship, dark againgt the sky, and the ramp
leading to its open door. The ramp was very shrunken, haf covered by the rising water. It seemed along
way ahead.

Ashewatched, alight cameon.

In the archway of the spaceship, Henderson flipped a switch and the lights went on.

Spet was gartled. Sunlight suddenly came from theinterior of the hut and shone againgt thefdling
raninagreat beam. Rain glittered through the beam in faling drops like sparks of whitefire. It was very
unlike anything redl, but in dreams sunlight could be in one place and rain another at the sametime, and
no one in the dream country was surprised. And these were people who usudly lived in the dream
country, so gpparently they had the power to do it in the real world also.

Nevertheless, Spet was afraid, for the sunlight did not look right asit was, coming out in agreat
widening beam acrossthe rippling rain-pocked water. Sunlight did not mix well with rain.

"Sunlight," Spet said gpologeticaly to hisreative-ghost. The brown ghost nodded and led him down
the dope of the ramp through the strange sparkling sunlight, with the ramp strange and hard underfoot.

"Dont goingdeuntil I return,” the ghost said, mouthing the words with difficulty. The ghost placed his
hands around the railing of the ramp. ™Y ou hang on here and wait for me," said the brown ghost of
someonein hisfamily, and waded down into the water.

Spet followed him down into the comfortable water until his sore feet were off the end of the ramp
and in the cooling soft mud, and then he gripped therail obediently and waited. The water lapped at his
waist like an embrace, and the wind sang a death song for him.

The bright glare of the strange sunlight on dancing water was beautiful, but it began to hurt his eyes.
He closed them, and then heard a sound other than the wind. Two sounds.

One sound he recognized as thefirst flood crest crashing through the trees to the north, approaching
them, and he knew he must hurry and drown before it arrived, because it was rough and hurtful.

The other sound was the strange voice of the black spirit which usually gibbered on top of the Box
That Talks. Spet opened his eyes, and saw that the gibbering spirit was riding on the shoulders of the
brown ghogt, as he and hisfriend, the other brown ghost, moved through the wai st-deep water towards
Spet and the ramp.

The black spirit gibbered at him asthey passed, and Spet felt adim anger, wondering if it would
bring bad luck to him with its chants, for itsintentions could not be the same asthe friendly ghosts.

" pet, come up the ramp with us. It'sdry inside. Don't look like that, there's nothing to be
afraid of now, we'll go inside and shut the door, it will keep the water away, it won't get in ...
Come along, Spet.”

The black spirit suddenly leaped down on the ramp with a strange scream. " Aaaaiiii . . . HE's
turning into a seaweed. Quick, get him out of the water! Help!"

The spirit with the black skin and white face possibly wanted him for his own dark spirit world. He
was coming down the ramp at Spet, screaming. He wastoo late though, Spet knew that he was safe for
the dim land of the drowned with the friendly ghosts who had come for him. He felt hisfeet sending roots
down into the mud, moving and rooting downward, and awild joy came over him, and he knew that this
wastheright thing for him, much moreright and naturd than it would have been to become atall sad
adult.

He had been feding aneed for air, panting and drawing the cold air into hislungs. Just asthe clawed
hands of the dark spirit caught hold of his neck, Spet had enough air, and he leaned over into the dark
and friendly water, away from the painful beauty of the bright lights and moving forms. The water closed
around him, and the sound of voiceswas|ost.

He could still fed the grip of the spirit's bony arms around his neck, pulling upwards, but he had seen



the brown ghosts running towards them, and they would stop it from doing him any harm . .. so he
dismissed the fear from his mind, and bent deeper into the dark, and plunged his hands with spread
fingers deep into the mud, and gripped hisankles, asif he had dways known just how to do thisthing.
His handslocked and became unable to unfold. They would never unfold again.

Hefdt the soft surge that was the first flood wave arriving and passing above him, and ignored i,
and, with amixture of terror and the certainty of doing right, he opened his mouth and took a deep breath
of cold water.

All thought stopped. Asthe water rushed into hislungs, the rooted sea cresture that wasthe
forgotten adult stage of Spet's species began its thoughtless pseudo-plant existence, forgetting everything
that had ever happened to it. Its shape changed.

Thefirst wave of the flood did not quite reach up to the edge of the ship's entrance. It caught the two
engineers asthey dragged a screaming third human up the ramp towards the entrance, but it did not quite
reach into the ship, and when it passed the three humans were till there. One of them struck the
screaming one, and they carried himiin.

Winton was hystericd for sometime, but Henderson seemed quite normal. He worked well and
rationaly in compiling agood short survey report to carry to the planetary survey agency, and when the
waters dried around the spaceship he directed the clearing of mud from the jets and the overhaul of the
firing chamberswithout asign of warpin hislogic.

He did not want to speak to any native, and went into the ship when they appeared.

Winton was il dightly delirious when they took off from the planet, but, once in space, he camed
down and made a good recovery. He just did not talk about it. Henderson till seemed quite norma, and
Charlie carefully did not tell Winton that Henderson kept alarge bush in aglass enclosurein the engine
room.

Ever snce that time Henderson has been considered alittle peculiar. Heisagood enough risk for the
big liners, for they have other engineers on board to take over if he ever cracks.

He has no trouble getting jobs, but wherever he goes he brings with him an oversized potted plant
and putsit in the engine room and babies it with water and fertilizer. Hisfellow officers never kid him
about it, for it isnot a safe subject.

When Henderson isaone, or thinks he is aone, he talks to the potted bush. Histoneis coaxing. But
the bush never answers.

Charlie runsinto him occasionally when their ships happen to dock at the same space port around the
same planet. They share adrink and enjoy afew jokes together, but Charlie takes care not to get signed
on to the same ship as Henderson. The sight of Henderson and his potted bush together make him
Nervous.

It'sthewrong bush, but helll never tell Henderson that.

The natives did not know they were descended from a bush. Nor do we know what we are
descended from. With somewhat indiscriminating taste in mates showing among our people, |
would he inclined to credit faun children from goats, mermaids and mermen from por poises, and
even further back, porpoises ook fair to have been originally some relation, and whales al so.
Drop an infant child into water and he will make flipper motions with hands and feet, swim
underwater, and surface at times to breathe, and enjoy it, needing less teaching than it takes a
por poise baby to learn the same thing. Where do we get such instincts? Were our ancestors
amphibians, instead of tree swingers? Or both? Or many?

Natives, when they claim a totem animal is their family ancestor, might not be kidding. Some
of the genetic elements in our chromosomes are there to suppress other genetic elements from
showing and expressing themselves in sculpturing the shape if the prebirth human. Shaping what?
Hoofs? Horns? Fins? Leaves?

THE GAMBLING HELL AND THE SINFUL



GIRL

Pioneers get all the glory. But what about the outlaws wt run away to the frontier and shiver
in atent, and try to rebuild civilization without nails. Or their children, who think living in tent or
abarrel in spaceisall the comforts and luxuries of home. Joey has a later set of adventuresin a
book called The Hills of Space.

Human beings can get used to anything. We might work out way to live in space without even
abarrd.

Abe was getting too big for the home barrel He was six-foot-four and maybe still growing, and when
he stood up straight his head was up past spin center in the barrel and spin gravity was pulling his head
the other way. He said it made him fed dizzy and upside own.

We were sorry the barrdl was so tall but we couldn't calculate any way to make it bigger, so Abe sat
down alot. When he sat down he stretched out hislegs, and hislegs were long legs and we tripped over
them coming and going.

Maaways swore sheld never let my son of herswork at the Belt Foundry, not with those rowdy
drinking men and their sinful showsin their recreation lounge, and their tripsto the Gambling Hellson the
Moon. She said they were bad company for a Christian. But then she tripped over Abe'slegswhile she
was carrying a pot of stew to thetable.

Wédll, weal ran over to help dean up, and the piglets hel ped the most, even licking up the spots, but
Ma got up mad with her mouth zipped tight closed and went back to the solar oven to cook up
something else. Shedidn't say athing al the time she was cooking, like she was thinking. When shehad a
good hot medl of fish and potatoes out on the table she sat down with us and said the blessing and served
us each, out ahelping, and then said what she/d been thinking.

"Abe, why don't you get ajob at the Belt Foundry? They've got big rooms with aspin center alot
higher than you. And | hear they have al the books that was ever written in their readout library.”

I'm just eleven, and Abe hardly notices me among the parcel of other kids, but I'd been yearning after
thetine, freerich life of aBelt Foundry Engineer in my heart so | knew how Abefelt. HEd never let Ma
know held been yearning after it and keeping silent, but he went around the table and gathered her upin
hislong arms and gave her such akiss she got al pink and pretty.

"You're dwaysthinking of us." wasal he said. We didn't notice what we were eating we dl got so
excited talking about Abe's new job at the Belt Foundry. We didn't know much so we talked about al
the video stories we'd seen when the heroes are space miners and engineers and rock jumpers, and we
got more excited retelling al the plots and interrupting each other. Abetold afew and laughed alot & the
thingswe acted out. After dinner he sat in acorner polishing his pressure suit and loading it with extrafuel
tanks and extrawater, and listened to us till talking about asteroid mining and smelting beams and
building star ships until long past degptime.

Two deegpslater, the proximity bell rang and we woke up and saw that our orbit was going to cross
aBdt Mine nugget heading for the Belt Foundry. The deeper-toned safety bell rang, meaning it had
changed course with those safety jets the miners fasten to their nuggets, and it was going to missus.
Whilewewere dtill sitting up blinking at the screen Abe went out the airlock like a shot, wearing his
pressure suit half shut. We got to the scope window and watched his eastic rope hook onto the passing
nugget while his suit was dtill inflating. The nugget was about aforty-meter chunk of nickd iron, good
qudity, by the shine of it. It went out of sight, trailing Abe. | wanted to turn the scope onto tracking and
enlarging and watch Abe go for awhile, but Masaid

"Goneisgone," shesad. "Let him do histhing. Abe's grown up now. Everybody get back to bed."
But when she got into bed she started sobbing.

My sster Harriet isfifteen, she'sthe oldest, she got down from her bunk and hugged Maand tried to
comfort her.

Ma hugged her back. "'l gave you al agood Christian home," she whispered to Harriet. "And now



Abeisgoing out into dl those temptations, and those godless minerswill lead him astray to the Gambling
Hédlls and the dancing and the wicked girls."

| fell adeep thinking of the Gambling Hells and the wicked girls. | wished | wasasold asAbeso |
could go over there and resist temptation while the girlstried to tempt me. They'd tempt me to dance and
play cards, and maybe I'd givein and play alittle, just to make them fedl better. Cards sounded like fun.

Next day, picking vegetables out of the aquarium, | remembered thinking like that and | felt sorry. |
went to Maand put my arm around her neck. "l won't ever leave you, Ma."

She laughed and cheered up, and set Harriet and me to repairing the spare water temperature
circulation pump. Harriet and me were the oldest now, so we could do the important jobs like fixing
machinery. She set my little brother to farming the aguarium insteed of me. | felt important, but fixing the
pump was hard and dow, and Harriet got kind of mean and sharp-talking when we made a mistake, and
tried to makeit my fault.

| missed Abe.

Next week, Saturday, Abe camein the airlock and surprised us. He was wearing a new pressure suit
with light blue stripes and carrying abig gift box, and gaveit to Ma. It was anew pressure suit and when
shegot into it and inflated it it didn't change shape much from her shape. It till looked like a person, and
like her. Shelooked at hersdlf in the mirror and let out a squedl that sounded like one of the girl kids.
"Heaven's sake. It lookslike | don't have nothing on, dmogt.”

"Looksfine, Ma" | said. "Now well know it's you when were al outside working."

"It looks sinful," she said, but she said it low and timid, ‘cause she wanted usto argue.

"Youwork hard. Y ou deserve a pretty new suit,” Abe said.

"It'sred pretty, keepit, Ma," said Harriet.

"Girls are supposed to look pretty. It'sonly right!" | said it very loud and Harriet and me had said the
right things because Maturned and reached up and hugged around Abe's neck. "I'll keep it. Thank you,
Abe, thank you."

When Malet go of Abe he stood up straight past the center spin point without bracing hisfeet. We
saw himtilt and dl yelled for him to crouch down, but held forgotten about low spin centersin aweek in
the big barrelhouses a the Belt Foundry, and spinpush got him and he went over sideways looking
aurprised. We ran under him to catch him and dl went down in atangle, wrestling and laughing like we
used to.

After hegot al uskids piled off him and sat up Abe said, "It'sred good to be home.”

He went around grinning and fed the aguarium fish and when Ma served him a plate of dinner he
sneaked most of it off his plate to the floor to watch the piglets whistle and push each other for it. He was
grinning al thetime. Around deep time the proximity bell rang and Abe got back into his new blue striped
pressure suit and kissed Ma. " Friends coming to pick me up,” hesaid. "I'll get presentsfor the kids, my
next paycheck. Back in two weeks."

Malet out what she'd been worrying about al week. "Hold back against those temptations, Abe.
Don't let your new friendslead you into drinking or drugs or gambling or sinful girls. Promise?!

"Nice of you to worry about me, Ma," he said and hugged Harriet and me and Bobby, and Renee,
and Ruthy, and then climbed up to the centerlock and out.

But | noticed hisway of answering was not naturadly the way he talked, and he didn't promise. He
didn't promise anything.

| wondered.

Next week was busy. One of the two piglets gave out aboxful of little baby piglets, and Makept us
from playing with them for three days, but we watched them alot. The week &fter, the pigletswere
bigger and noticed us more and Malet us play with them. Wednesday when we kids werein bed Ma
and Harriet got together and killed the old father piglet and salted it for bacon. When we found out why
he was missing we kids decided to stay mad at Maand Harriet for along time. But Maexplained to us
that old piglets don't grow wise and don't have any good memoariesto remember, they just get tired and
stop having fun, so they don't get any pleasure out of living along time. She said we make space for more



new young ones by eating the old ones.

Wetried to stay mad at Maand Harriet, but we had to admit the baby piglets were having fun. In
another two daysthey were running al over the barrdl, playing follow theleader in lines and squesling
and rolling around like balls. We ail got laughing so hard we forgot to be mad.

Maannounced that the next time we crossed the orbit of Sam's Trading Post we'd trade some piglets
for some banty chickens and then we'd redlly see some racketying around.

Bobby and me started hopping around pretending to be chickens and making chicken noisesand |
climbed the climbing net and hung in the middle of the air at zero gravity flapping my armsand pretending
to be a hawk.

Somebody started to work the airlock door. | was dmost into the airlock tunnd right in the middle of
the barrelhead wall and | could seethe airlock door open and a gold-colored head dome push through.
Then agtranger in apressure suit crawled into the tunndl. She was moving different from any of us, sort
of wiggly and happy, and she pulled off her globe hedmet and let out alot of bright gold hair thet floated in
zero G dl around and over her face. Shelooked like adanddion.

"Hi," she said to methrough her hair. Behind her feet | could see Abe trying to push through the spin
door, but her feet were in theway and it couldn't spin.

| stopped flapping and grabbed the net. "Come over and catch onto the net here, Miss," | said,
feding stunned. "Hang dongsde of meand let Abein.”

Shelaunched in theweightless air of the tunnel like agold fish, and floated to me through the air, and
grabbed and hung so close to me her gold hair was brushing against my arm right up to my shoulder. |
could smell flowers.

Abe crawled through the tunnel and stuck his head out opposite us.

But there was no room on the net. The girl was Staring around at acircle of faces. Everyonein the
barrelhouse, including the pigs, wasin acircle at the bottom of the net standing around her in al
directionslooking up, like spokesin awhed.

Wed hardly seen anyone new except Sam and MacPherson whose orbit was dmost the same as
ours. She didn't look like them. We only passed MacPherson twice ayear, and then we took alook into
his barrelhouse, but we didn't stay long because it was full of flowers and bees. We'd have MacPherson
over to dinner dl of aweek, because his orbit was amost the same as ours and took along time to pass,
and after held |eft we'd have honey enough to last until the next visit. But hewastal and wrinkled and
squinty. He didn't look likethisgirl. She didn't look red. Shelooked like the girlsin the stories on the
video screen.

| don't know what Masaid that got us off the net. She got us al introduced to the girl and the girl
introduced to us. The girl's name was Sylvia Saint Clair, and then Ma set usto running around
straightening up, setting tables and making space. | cleared pump parts off Abe's bunk and put themina
box.

| began to fed something going wrong when | heard Ma say for thefifth time, "Take off your space
suit and stay awhile, Miss Saint Clair.”

And Abe wastrying to interrupt her, talking in alow fast voice.

"Ma, there's something I've got to explain to you."

Then Mahad talked the girl into taking her pressure suit off, and she didn't have anything on
underneath, and we were al looking.

| mean she dmost didn't have anything on undernesth. She was decorated with some jewelry draped
around where a bathing suit would beif she was swimming. Shelooked like aswim queen wearing
jewdry instead of aswim uit.

Wekidsjust stared. We didn't know if it was right or wrong, what Miss Saint Clair was wearing.

Abe said, "Ma, we gottaexplain. Miss Saint Clair had to leave in ahurry. She couldn't bring her
things. She came away in her bathing suit.”

Masaid, "Hush up Abe. Harriet, get the girl your bathrobe.” Her voice was very clear, every word
separate, and we al got scared because that meant that Ma was mad angry. She looked straight into
Miss Saint Clair's eyes, not looking again at what she was dressed in. "Where you from, Miss Saint



Clar?'

Abesaid, "Ma, it doesn't matter where she's from. She'sagood girl and we're going to get married.”

It was the wrong time to say anything like that to Ma She didn't look at him. She kept her eyeson
the girl. Her voice sounded like a hammer tapping a sted spike. "Where you from, Miss Saint Clair?

"From Georgia, Earth,” the girl said and quickly got insde the bathrobe my sster Harriet held out for
her. She was pale and scared of Ma. Mais only five-foot-three, but sometimes everybody is scared of
her.

"Where were you when Abe met you, girl?' Maasked.

"Jason's Emporium.” The girl squirmed and giggled nervoudy, but squirming and giggling wasthe
wrong thing to do with Ma standing so straight and quiet and staring, and everybody e se frozen lill, so
scared of Mawe were afraid to twitch.

Maasked, "That'saGambling Hell, isn't it?"

The girl squirmed and giggled again weskly, "Well, | wouldn't cdll it that." Her blond hair was hanging
down limp over her face by now. | was awfully sorry for her. When Mahas you pinned to thewall, lying
makes it worse, alot worse. Suddenly she saw Mds steady gaze on her, and she froze. Ma just looked
into her eyes and waited.

The girl whispered. "Yes, it'saGambling Hell."

"Glad to hear you talk honest,” Masaid like asted hammer. "What were you doing there, girl ?'

"l was dancing,” the girl whispered and seemed like she was shrinking down. She wrapped the
terry-cloth robe tighter around her. "And . . . and things."

"Things, eh?' Maasked. "What do you think of yoursdf, girl? Abeisagood man. | raised my boy to
be agood Christian man with agood future. Do you think you're good enough for Abe?

Miss Saint Clair shrank down so much her knees must have been bending inside the bathrobe. She
looked up into Ma's face and answered very low.

Masaid loud, "What'd you say, Miss Saint Clair? My boy would like to hear you say it." And | was
awful sorry for Miss Saint Clair. | wanted to get into my bunk and zip it closed over my head to get
away, but | couldn't move or make asound because | didn't want Mato turn and look at me with that
cold look.

The girl whispered something again, with her gold hair over her face and crouched down to the floor
and tarted crying.

Masaid, "She said No, Abe. She don't think she is good enough for you. She don't want to marry
you."

"I'm going to marry her anyhow!" Abe roared suddenly and he was standing straight and tall past the
zero spin center, looking down at us from awful high up, and he looked awful big and awful mad. "I
know what's good for her. And I'm going to get her out of that Gambling Dance Hall avay from those
dirty fingering drunks that say dirty wordsto asweet girl. It's no place for Sylvy. She needs good people
around her that treat her nice. Y ou ain't treating her nice and kind, Ma, and I'm ashamed of you."

Helooked astdll as God.

Malooked from him down to the crouched crying girl in Harriet's bathrobe and Masface crinkled
up like shewas going to cry. "I'm not treating her nice. You'reright, Abe, I'm not.”

She garted crying and bent over the girl, patting her shoulder. "Abe, st down honey, before you get
dizzy."

Mapulled at the girl's shoulder, trying to get her to look up. "Girl, child, you're welcome here. Don't
be scared. Have a cup of hot chocolate. | just ain't used to strangers.”

We pulled over some cushions and Abe sat down next to the girl and Masent Harriet to get some
brandy and | ran to pour hot water into the chocolate powder and honey, and we al sat on cushionson
thefloor in acircle and passed cookies, and Malet us each have alittle cup of the hot chocolate and
brandy she mixed up for Sylvy. It tasted strange, but the girl pushed her hair back so we could see she
was smiling and looking at each one of us, though her face was dtill alittle red around the eyes.

A meteorite hit the Side of the house with a clang, but weignored it because we were happy. You
livein the Asteroid Belt you gotta expect some gravel. Masaid, "Tell us about Georgia on Earth, Miss



Sylwy."

Ma's voice sounded sort of far away and dim, likethe ar wasthinning. | thought it was the brandy
changing my ears, but | looked over to the safetypatch balloons and saw that the whole cluster of them
near the airlock that usualy hung limp were puffing up round and one was aready floating free carrying its
big flat patch. Another pebble or something hit the Sde of the house with aloud clang.

| jumped up and yelled loud, "Werelosing air. Werelosing air,” and my voice sounded soft and far
away because there wasn't enough air to carry it.

Everyone jumped up and grabbed a handful of festhers and aballoon. Abe passed a handful of
feathers and aballoon to the three little kids. Then he began to check out the airlock and the gear storage
section around the airlock tunnel for holes. | went to my section | dways check out in air drill, the floor
around the aguarium where the sunlight comes pouring in through the green algae and seaweed and
reflecting off the dilver fish. | could seethe water level was dtill up inthe agquarium so | just let atrickle of
feathers out of my fingersin thewholefloor circle at the foot of the aguarium, looking for adraft.

Harriet let out ahoot. Sheld been checking the garden and she was pointing to ahissing big holein
the dirt between the dandelions and oats with a pile of white featherstrying to suck in. Sametime, Bobby
and Renee let out adouble yell where they'd found a hole under the bunks. | heard the dap and clunk as
they let abaloon suck through their hole and pull its sticky patch into place, and then | was helping
Bestrice dig the dirt away from her hole while Maand Abe tried to get the hole plugged with atapered
cork until the sted bottom was clean enough for asted patch. Then we stood panting and quiet, dizzy
from running with not enough air, while the emergency air tanks popped their vaves and hissed air dowly
back up to normd.

The piglets were lying on their sSides panting, and the whole place was white with feathers, likea
picture of asnowstorm on Earth. We hadn't taken aminute and Sylvy sat holding a cup of hot chocolate
with white feathers all over her, looking surprised.

Wedidn't get another minute. There was another clang and aroar that sounded something like abig
voice shouting. Harriet and | dived on the spot that clanged and | got there first with my balloon and let
the new hole pull the balloon through and pull the patch up tight.

The big voiceroared again. "Saint Clair, ten minutes before. . ." wasall | could make out. The rest
wasroar.

"It'saMagnetic talk beam,” Abe said. "Maybe the radio’s not working. Maybe somebody out there's
trying totak to us."

"Y ou mean somebody's out there shooting at us," Masaid. "Everybody get into pressure suits. Joey,
turn ontheradio.”

"It'sbroken, Ma," | said. "'l mean | took parts out of it to make another videotape player cause
Harriet ways wants to watch love stories.”

"Put it back together and get it going. Right now. Never mind the pressure suit,” Macommanded and
turned to Abe. "Abe, are the police after thisgirl ?*

Abe and Sylvy were crouched down helping the two little kids get into their pressure suits and get
their air helmets zipped tight. Abe shook his head. "No, Ma, these are bad men. Sylvy signed a contract
to work for ayear for to pay back space transportation and training in being asinger and dancer. They
won't let her quit. They sent these men to catch her and bring her back and make her dance with her
clothes off for drunk men."

Madtiffened up. She looked at mefiercely. "Radio going yet?' | finished plugging apartinandit al
hummed. "Yes, Ma™

"Tdl them shel'sgoing to stay here. She's not going back there. Tell them welll let them talk to her
over theradio if they promise to be polite and talk to her like gentlemen.”

| tuned around the did until | hit aloud hum. | tuned into the middle of the hum and pushed the send
button. Mawas angry and so | let mysdlf talk asangry as| was. "Y ou out there, the spaceboat shooting
at our barrelhouse. My mother saysyou can't talk to Sylvy without you being more polite. Anyhow,
we're not letting you take her away. Not if she wantsto stay here." Manodded at me and brought over
my pressure suit. She watched until | let go of send so they couldn't hear her on the radio then she said,



"Bandit drill. Stall them, Joey. Use strategy talk. Reinforcements.”

Thelittle kids started running and ydling, "Bandits Bandits" because they dwaysliked the bandit
drill games. Ma had rehearsed us on bandit drill every Fourth of July, Mayday, and Veterans Day al our
lives. She said every citizen ishisown police, and has apatriotic duty to fight bandits and make space
safefor other citizens. She said if you didn't fight for your rights you didn't deserve any. Wed get out in
space and practice war.

| could hit amoving target two miles away with alight beam two out of three and pretend it was a
laser. If | had ared miner's laser the house-sized nuggets floating by would have arrived at the foundry all
chopped up.

There was muttering and clangs and noise from the radio and then avoice camein loud. "Who'sthat?
There other peoplein that rusty old barrel?"

| counted everybody and added one for strategy. "Five kids, and two men and Maand Sylvia Saint
Clar. And weredl her friends. And were good shots. Y ou can't comein here without awarrant.”

Behind me Mawas saying, "Don't use the lasers. Those men probably have reflecter shields. Just
launch cargo. Who's the best aim with the syrup?'

The barrelhouse spinsfor gravity so anything we store on the outside to sdll at the trading post will fly
off itit'snot held ontight. "A little at atime,” Masaid. "Fire whenever you're sureit won't miss." She
hates to waste good syrup, that we can trade at the store. | took alook behind me and saw Harriet with
her eye on the scope, watching a shiny spaceboat, and her hand on the faucet that controlled an outside
pipe. Our barrelhouse turned around and the spaceboat swung out of sight and the stars turned by and
then the spaceboat began to swing into sight again. Harriet turned the faucet full on and counted three,
then turned it off.

Two tough voices were talking to me over theradio. "Kid, we didn't come out here to get into afight
with abunch of kids and an old lady. We don't want to hurt you, or cut up your house. There won't be
any troubleif Miss Saint Clair comes back and gets back to her job."

| put my finger on the talk button. | shouted, "What do you mean, no trouble? My brother works for
Belt Foundry. We just used laserflash signal and told the manager at Belt Foundry how you just shot two
holesin our house. "They're coming to get you."

| looked back at Maand she nodded. That's what she meant, strategy talk. Always clam
reinforcements are coming. Nobody can see atight-beam laser message except the person it's aimed at.
The men in the spaceboat couldn't be sure | was lying. Belt Foundry men are tough and their boats have
cutting lasersthat can carve aship into little pieces.

Sylviawastrying to get to the radio. | pushed her back. "Don't you talk to them, Sylvy. They aready
talked you into a contract. Don't let them talk to you."

"Y ou don't understand.” She was zipping up her pressure suit. ™Y ou people could al get killed. Those
goons are bad people. | can get out there and give up to them before they start to shoot!"

The men in the spaceboat shouted over theradio. "Y ou just gave us areason to act tough. We don't
have timeto be nice! Get into your space suits, we're going to open that barrel up like adice of cake,
and take her."

Abe reached out along arm and pulled Sylvy away from me and theradio. "Stall him some more,
Joey. Negotiate." Manodded.

| pushed the send button. "My ma says shell negotiate with you for better work for Miss Saint Clair.
She should sign acontract for doing something el se she likes better.”

The radio sputtered and burbled. "Our terms. Damn, something . . . burble . . . Wewere sent to
bring the gurble back, not negotiate no curble, gurble.” It turned to afrying noise.

| figure the syrup had gotten to them and was sticking up their radio antenna surfaces. Abelet out a
big last dose of syrup aswe spun around again, and we could see the spaceboat wasn't shiny any more.
It was covered with streaks of sticky-looking foam. The syrup was foaming in space, and drying out to
something like crunch molasses candy, on the boat, al over itsview lenses. Thereisn't much in the world
that will dissolve hard molasses.

After awhile of uswatching, the boat started going dowly around and around like a pinwhed, so the



molasses was into something else.

Abetook a special laser rig we had in aback locker, and recorded a help message on it with our
orbit coordinates and the story about the men from the gambling place, Jason's Emporium, and what
they'd done to our house. He set it up outside the airlock to track the signa radio flashes from the Belt
Foundry and flash back.

About an hour later two very big, tough tractor tugs armed with front-end cutters and handlers
arrived and hovered on our view screenslike giant lobsters. They taked with Abe. | mean the engineers
in them talked with Abe while we kids danced around and begged for arideinsde atug. Then the tugs
diced off dl the gun barrelsthat were sticking out of the spaceboat and one tug towed the spaceboat of f
toward Jason's Emporium and the other engineer stayed and said he'd take Abe and Sylvy off toward the
Belt Foundry to get married.

The engineer explained to Abe that the Foundry would loan him money to buy Sylvy's contract from
the gambling hall. They said that other men had had to buy their wives contracts. The company had
gotten used to giving out loans for aman to get awife. Besides, they needed girls over a the Foundry to
do office and thinking type work and brighten the place up. Sylvy could get ajob there. They said
everybody at the Belt Foundry agreed they needed to have more women around.

She and Abe went off together and Ieft the place kind of empty, but after awhile the piglets started
chasing each other around faster than ever and we started laughing and the place seemed crowded
enough after dl.

Maletsmevist Abe and my new sster Sylvy amost every weekend. The Belt Foundry living barrel
iss0 bigit hasthreefloor levels, each with adifferent gravity and agymnasum with zero Gtofly in at the
center. Abe won't let melook into the men'slounge because he promised Ma, but | look in sometimes
while I'mwaiting for him and Sylvy to come down from their room, and | see men playing cards, and
Ping-Pong and pooal, and drinking and laughing and watching ahuge screen video and telly. And every
timeacommercia comeson it's elther advertiang Sam's Spacesuits or Jason's Emporium, Turkish Bath,
Massage and Fun Palace. When it advertises Jason's Emporium where Sylvy came from, it dways shows
pictures of lots of girls dancing, wearing nothing but jewelry and long beautiful hair like Sylvy when | firgt
saw her.

When Abe and Sylvy came down Abe looked very happy but he pulled me away from the door to
the lounge. He said he promised Ma. Mawon't even et Harriet come visit at dl. She hasto stay home,
even though she'sfifteen and I'm only eleven. | guessthere's some advantage in being aman.

When | grow up and get ajob at Belt Foundry, I'll go to Jason's Emporium, like Abe did, and rescue
agirl.

I'm studying hard to be an Enginesr.

SYNDROME JOHNNY

It's not what the world does to us, it's what we do to each other. It might be considered a favor to
the average man to make him die for a cause, such as improvement of the race, rather than let him
die peacefully and uselessly of old age. Any mad scientist would agree it would, but the peasants are
always mobbing together with torches and clubs and scythes, and indicating that they disagree.

The blood was added to a pool of other blood, mixed, centrifuged, separated to plasma and corpuscles,
irradiated dlightly, pasteurised dightly, frozen, evaporated, and finally banked. Some of the plasmawas used
immediately for awoman who had bled too much in childbirth.

Shedied.

Others received plasma and did not die. But their symptoms changed, including a syndrome of multiple
endocrine unbalance, eccentricities of appetite and digestion, and a general pattern of emotional
disturbance.

An dert hospital administrator investigated the mortality rise and narrowed it to a question of who had



donated blood the week before. After city residents were eliminated, there remained only the signed
receipts and thumbprints of nine men. Nine healthy unregistered travellers poor enough to sell their blood
for money, and among them aman who carried death in his veins. The nine thumbprints were broadcast to
all policefiles and a search began.

The effort was futile, for there were many victims who had sickened and grown partially well again
without recognising the strangeness of their illness.

Three years later they reached the carrier stage and the epidemic spread to four cities. Three more
years, and there was an epidemic which spread around the world, meeting another wave coming from the
opposite direction. It killed two out of four, fifty out of a hundred, twenty-seven million out of fifty million.
There was hysteriawhere it appeared. And where it had not appeared there were quarantines to fence it
out. But it could not be fenced out. For two years it covered the world. And then it vanished again, leaving
the survivors with a tendency towards glandular troubles.

Time passed. The world grew richer, more orderly, more peaceful,

A man paused in the midst of hiswork at the U.N. Food and Agriculture Commission. He looked up at
the red and green production map of India.

“Just too many people per acre,” he said. “All our work at improving production . . . just one jump
ahead of their rising population, one jump ahead of famine. Sometimes | wish to God there would be
another plague to give us a breathing spell and afair chance to get things organised.”

He went back to work and added another figure.

Two months later, he was one of the first victims of the second plague.

In the dining hall of a university, a biochemical student glanced up from his paper to his breakfast
companion. “Y ou remember Johnny, the mythical carrier that they told about during the first and second
epidemics of Syndrome Plague?”’

“Sure. Syndrome Johnny. They use that myth in psychology class as a typical example of mass
hysteria. When a city was nervous and expecting the plague to reach it, some superstitious fool would
imagine he saw Syndrome Johnny and the population would panic. Symbol for Death or some such thing.
People imagined they saw him in every corner of the world. Simultaneously, of course.”

It was a bright morning and they were at a window which looked out across green rolling fieldsto a
towering glass-brick building in the distance.

The student who had gone back to his paper suddenly looked up again. “ Some Peruvians here claim
they saw Syndrome Johnny—“

“Idiotic superdtition! Y ou'd think it would have died when the plague died.”

The other grinned. “The plague didn’t die.” He folded his newspaper slowly, obviously advancing an
opening for a debate.

His companion went on eating. “Another of your wild theories, huh?’” Then through a mouthful of food:
“All right, if the plague didn’t die, where did it go?’

“Nowhere. We have it now. We all haveit!” He shrugged. “A virus catalyst of high affinity for the
cells and a high similarity to anormal cell protein —how can it be detected?’

“Then why don’'t people die? Why aren’t we sick?’

“Because we have sickened and recovered. We caught it on conception and recovered before birth.
Proof? Why do you think that the countries which were known as the Hungry Lands are now well-fed,
leisured, educated, advanced? Because the birth rate has fallen! Why has the birth rate fallen?” He paused,
then very carefully said, “Because two out of three of all people who would have lived have died before
birth, slain by Syndrome Plague. We are all carriers now, hoststo a new guest. And” — his voice dropped to
amock sinister whisper —"with such a stranger within our cells, at the heart of the intricate machinery of
our lives, who knows what subtle changes have crept upon us unnoticed!”

His companion laughed. “Eat your breakfast. Y ou belong on a horror programme!”

A police psychologist for the Federated States of The Americas was running through reports from the
Bureau of Socia Statistics. Suddenly he grunted, then a moment later said, “Uh-huh!”

“Uh-huh what?" asked his superior, who was reading a newspaper with his feet up on the desk.

“Remember the myth of Syndrome Johnny?”

“Ghost of Syndrome Plague. Si, what of it?’

“Titaguahapahel, Peru, population nine hundred, sent in aclaim that he turned up there and they almost
caught him. Crime Statistics rerouted the report to Mass Phenomena, of course. Mass Phenomena blew a
tube and sent their folder on Syndrome Johnny over here. Every report they ever had on him for ninety



years back! A memo came with it.” He handed the memo over.

The man behind the desk looked at it. It was a small graph and some mathematical symbols. “What is
it?’

“It means,” said the psychologist, smiling dryly, “that every crazy report about our ghost has points of
similarity to every other crazy report. The whole business of Syndrome Johnny has been in their "funny
coincidence" file for twenty years. Thistime the suspect hits the averaged description of Johnny too closely:
A solid-looking man, wide-boned, five-eight, one eighty, unusual number of visible minor scars, especially on
the face and hands, and a disturbing habit of bending his fingers at the first-joint knuckleswhen heis
thinking. The coincidence has gotten too damn funny. There's a chance we' ve been passing up a crime.”

“An extensive crime,” said the man at the desk softly. He reached for the folder. “ Y es, a considerable
quantity of murder.” He leafed through the folder and then thought a while, looking at the most recent
reports. Thinking was what he was paid for, and he earned his excellent salary.

“This thumbprint on the hotel register — the name isfalse, but the thumbprint looks real. Could we
persuade the Bureau of Recordsto give their data on that print?’

“Without awarrant? Against constitutional immunity. No, not a chance. The public has been touchy
about the right to secrecy ever since that police state was attempted in Varga.”

“How about persuading an obliging judge to give awarrant on grounds of reasonable suspicion?’

“No. We' d have the humanist press down on our necks in aminute, and any judge knows it. We' d have
to prove a crime was committed. No crime, no warrant.”

“It seems a pity we can’t even find out who the gentleman is,” the Crimes Department head murmured,
looking at the thumbprint wistfully. “No crime, no records. No records, no evidence. No evidence, no proof
of crime. Therefore, we must manufacture a small crime. He was attacked and he must have defended
himself. Someone may have been hurt in the process.” He pushed a button. “Do you think if | send aman
down there, he could persuade one of the mob to swear out a complaint?’

“That'sarhetorical question,” said the psychologist, trying to work out an uncertain correlation in his
reports. “With that sort of mob hysteria, the town would probably give you an affidavit of witchcraft.”

“Phone for you, Doctor Alcala.” The nurse was crisp but quiet, smiling down at thelittle girl before
vanishing again.

Ricardo Alcala pushed the plunger in gently, then carefully withdrew the hypodermic needle from the
little girl’sarm. “There you are, Cosita,” he said, smiling and rising from the chair beside the white bed.

“Will that make me better, Doctor?’ she piped feebly.

He patted her hand. “Be agood girl and you will be well tomorrow.” He walked out into the hospital
corridor to where the desk nurse held out a phone.

“Alcala speaking.”

The voice was unfamiliar. “My deepest apologies for interrupting your work, Doctor. At this late hour
I’m afraid | assumed you would he at home. The name is Camba, Federation Investigator on a health case.
| would like to consult you.”

Alcalawastired, but there was nothing to do at home. Nitawas at the health resort and Johnny had
borrowed al hislaboratory space for a specia synthesis of some sort, and probably would be too busy even
to talk. Interest stirred in him. This was a Federation Investigator calling; the man’s work was probably
important. “Tonight, if that's convenient. I’ [l be off duty in five minutes.”

Thirty minutes later they were ordering in a small cantina down the street from the hospital.

Julio Camba, Federal Investigator, was a slender, dark man with sharp, glinting eyes. He spoke with a
happy thesatrical flourish.

“Order what you choose, Senor. We're on my expense account. The resources of the Federated States
of al The Americas stand behind your menu.”

Alcaasmiled. “1 wouldn’t want to add to the national debt.”

“Not at all, Senor. The Federated States are only too happy thus to express a fraction of their gratitude
by adding atouch of luxury to the otherwise barren and self-sacrificing life of a scientist.”

“You shame me,” Alcalasaid dryly. It wastrue that he needed every spare penny for the health of
Nita and the child, and for the laboratory. A penny saved from being spent on nourishment was a penny
earned. He picked up the menu again and ordered steak.

Theinvestigator lit a cigar, asking casually: “Do you know John Osborne Drake?”’

Alcala searched his memory. “No. I'm sorry ... “ Then he felt for the first time how closely he was
being watched, and knew how carefully his reaction and the tone of his voice had been analysed. The



interview was dangerous. For some reason, he was suspected of something.

Camba finished lighting the cigar and dropped the match into an ashtray. “ Perhaps you know John
Delgados?’ He leaned back into the shadowy corner of the booth.

Johnny! Out of al the people in the world, how could the government be interested in him? Alcalatried
to sound casual. “ An associate of mine. A friend.”

I would like to contact the gentleman.” The request was completely unforceful, undemanding. “I called,
but he was not at home. Could you tell me where he might be?’

“I"m sorry, Senor Camba, but | cannot say. He could be on abusinesstrip.” Alcalawas feeling
increasingly nervous. Actually, Johnny was working at his laboratory. “What do you know of his activities?’
Camba asked.

“A biochemist.” Alcalatried to see past the meditative mask of the thin dark face. “He makes small
job-lots of chemical compounds. Specia bug spray for sale to experimental plantations, hormone spray for
fruits, that sort of thing. Sometimes, when he collects some money ahead, he does research.”

Cambawaited, and his silence became a question. Alcala spoke reluctantly, anger rising in him. “Oh,
it's genuine research. He has some patents and publications to his credit. Y ou can confirm that if you
choose.” He was unable to keep the hotility out of hisvoice.

A waiter came and placed steaming platters of food on the table. Camba waited until he was gone.
“You know himwell, | presume. Is he sane?’

The question was another shock. Alcalathought carefully, for any man might be insane in secret. “Y es,
so far as| know.” Heturned his attention to the steak, but first took three very large capsules from a bottle
in his pocket.

“1 would not expect that a doctor would need to take pills,” Cunharemarked with friendly mockery.

“1 don't need them,” Alcalaexplained. “Mixed silicones. I’ m guinea-pigging.”

“Can’t such things be left to the guinea-pigs?’ Camba asked, watching with revulsion as Alcala
uncapped the second bottle and sprinkled alayer of grey powder over his steak.

“Guinea-pigs have no assimilation of silicones; only man has that.”

“Yes, of course. | should have remembered from your famous papers, The Need Of Trace Silicon In
Human Diet and Slicon Deficiency Diseases.”

Obvioudly Camba had done considerable investigating of Alcala before approaching him. He had even
given the titles of the research papers correctly. Alcala’ s wariness increased.

“What is the purpose of the experiment thistime?’ asked the small dark Federation agent genially.

“To determine the safe limits of silicon consumption and if there are any dangersin an overdose.”

“How do you determine that? By dropping dead?’

He could be right. Perhaps the test should be stopped. Every day, with growing uneasiness, Alcalatook
his dose of silicon compound, and every day, the chemical seemed to be absorbed completely — not released
or excreted—in away that was unpleasantly reminiscent of the way arsenic accumulated without evident
damage, then killed abruptly without warning.

Already, this evening, he had noticed that there was something faulty about his co-ordination and weight
and surface sense. The restaurant door had swung hack with a curious lightness, and the hollow metal
handle had had a curious softness under his fingers. Something merely going wrong with the sensitivity of
hisfingers—?

He tapped his fingertips on the heavy indestructible silicone plastic table top. There was afeeling of
heavinessin his hands, and afeeling of faint rubbery give inthetable.

Tapping his fingers gently, his“heavy fingers. . . the answer was dreamily fantastic. I’ m turning into
silicon plastic myself, he thought. But how, why? He had not bothered to be curious before, but the
guestion had always been —what were supposedly insoluble silicons doing assimilating into the human body
atal?

Several moments passed. He smoothed back his hair with his oddly heavy hand before picking up his
fork again. “I'mturning into plastic,” hetold Camba.

“1 beg your pardon?’

“Nothing. A joke.”

Cambawas turning into plastic, too. Everyone was. But the effect was accumulating slowly.

Cambalay down his knife and started in again. “What connections have you had with John
Delgados?’

Concentrate on the immediate situation. Alcalaand Johnny were obviously in danger of, some sort of
mistaken arrest and interrogation.



As Alcalafocused on the question, one errant whimsical thought suddenly flitted through the back of his
mind. In red advertising letters; TRY OUR NEW MODEL RUSTPROOF, WATERPROOF, HEAT &
SCALD RESISTANT, STRONG, EXTRA-LONG-WEARING HUMAN BEING!

He laughed inwardly and finally answered: “Friendship. Mutua interest in high ion colloidial suspensions
and complex synthesis.” Impatience suddenly mastered him. “Exactly what isit you wish to know, Senor?
Perhaps | could inform you if | knew the reasons for your interest.”

Camba chose a piece of salad with great care. “We have reason to believe that he is Syndrome
Johnny.”

Alcalawaited for the words to clarify. After amoment, it ceased to be childish babble and became
increasingly shocking. He remembered the first time he had met John Delgados, the smile, the strong
handclasp. “Call me Johnny,” he had said. It had seemed no more than a nickname.

The investigator was watching his expression with bright brown eyes.

Johnny, yes ... but not Syndrome Johnny. He tried to think of some quick refutation. “The whole thing is
preposterous, Senor Camba. The myth of Syndrome Plague Johnny started about a century ago.”

“Doctor Alcala’ —the small man in the grey suit was tensely sober —“ John Delgadosis very old, and
John Delgados, is not his proper name. | have traced his life back and back, through older and older records
in Argentina, Panama, South Africa, the United States, China, Canada. Everywhere he has paid his taxes
properly, put hisfingerprints on file as a good citizen should. And he changed his name every twenty years,
applying to the courts for permission with good honest reasons for changing his name. Everywhere he has
been alaboratory worker, held patents, sometimes made a good deal of money. He is one hundred and
forty years old. Hisfirst income tax was paid in 1970, exactly one hundred and twenty years ago.”

“Other men arethat old,” said Alcala.

“Other men are old, yes. Those who survived the two successive plagues were unusually durable.”
Camba finished and pushed hack his plate. “Thereis no crimein being long-lived, surely. But he has
changed his name five times!”

“That proves nothing. Whatever his reasons for changing his name, it doesn’t provethat heis
Syndrome Johnny any more than it proves he is the cow that jumped over the moon. Syndrome Johnny is a
myth, afigment of mob delirium.”

Ashesaid it, he knew it was hot true. A Federation Investigator would not be on awild goose chase.

The plates were taken away and cups of steaming black coffee put between them. He would have to
warn Johnny. It was strange how well you could know a man as well as he knew Johnny, firmly enough to
believe that, despite evidence, everything the man did wasright.

“Why must it he amyth?’ Camba asked softly.

“It'sridiculous!” Alcala protested. “Why would any man —" His voice cut off as unrelated facts fell
into a pattern. He sat for a moment, thinking intensely, seeing the century of plague as something he had
never dreamed .

A price.

Not too high a pricein the long run, considering what was purchased. Of course, the great change over
into silicon catalysis would be a shock and require adjustment and, of course, the change must be made in
several easy stages — and those who could not adjust would die.

“Go on, Doctor,” Camba urged softly. "Why would any man—-""*

Hetried to find away of explaining which would not seem to have any relationship to John Delgados.
“It has been recently discovered” — but he did not say how recently — “that the disease of Syndrome
Plague was not a disease. It is an improvement.” He had spoken clumsily.

“Animprovement on life?” Camba laughed and nodded, but there were bitterness and anger burning
behind the small man’s smile. “People can be improved to desth by the millions. Y es, yes, go on, Senor.

Y ou fascinate me.”

“We are stronger,” Alcalatold him. “We are changed chemically. The race has been improved!”

“Come, Doctor Alcala,” Camba said with a sneering merriment, “the Syndrome Plagues have come
and they have gone. Where is this change?’

Alcalatried to expressit clearly. “We are stronger. Potentially, we are tremendously stronger. But we
of this generation are till weak and ill, as our parents were, from the shock of the change. And we need
silicone feeding; we have not adjusted yet. Our illness masks our strength.” He thought of what that
strength would be!

Camba smiled and took out a small notebook. The disease is connected with silicones, you say? The
original name of Delgados was John Osborne Drake. His father was Osborne Drake, a chemist at Dow
Corning, who was sentenced to the electric chair in 1967 for unauthorised bacterial experiments which



resulted in an accidental epidemic and eight deaths. Dow Corning was the first major manufactory of
silicones in America, though not connected in any way with Osborne Drake’s criminal experiments. It links
together, doesit not?’

“Itisnot adisease, it isstrength!” Alcalainsisted doggedly.

The small investigator looked up from his notebook and his smile was an unnatural thing, a baring of
teeth. “Half the world died of this strength, Senor. If you will not think of the men and women, think of the
children. Millions of children died!”

Thewaiter brought the bill, dropping it on the table between them.

“Liveswill be saved in thelong run,” Alcalasaid obstinately. “Individual deaths are not important in the
long run.”

“That is hardly the philosophy for a doctor, isit?’ asked Camba with open irony, taking the bill and
risng.

They went out of the restaurant in silence. Camba' s ‘ copter stood at the kerb.

“Would you care for alift home, Doctor Alcala?’ The offer was made with the utmost suavity.

Alcalahesitated fractionally. “Why, yes, thank you.” It would not do to give the investigator any reason
for suspicion by refusing.

Asthe ‘copter lifted into the air, Camba spoke with a more friendly note in hisvoice, asif he humoured
achild. “Come, Alcala, you're adoctor dedicated to saving lives. How can you find sympathy for a
murderer?’

Alcalasat in, the dark, looking through the windshield down at the bright street falling away below. “I’'m
not a practicing medico; only one night aweek do | come to the hospital. I’'m aresearch man. | don’t try to
saveindividud lives. I'm dedicated to improving the average life, the average health. Can you understand
that? Individuals may be sick and individuals may die, but the average lives on. And if the average is better,
then I’'m satisfied.”

The “copter flew on. There was no answer.

“I’m not good with words,” said Alcala. Then, taking out his pen-knife and unfolding it, he said,
“Watch!” He put hisindex finger on the altimeter dial, where there was light, and pressed the blade against
the flesh between his finger and his thumb. He increased the pressure until the flesh stood out white on
either side of the blade, bending, but not cut.

“Three generations back, this pressure would have gone right through the hand.” He took away the
blade and there was only avery tiny cut. Putting the knife away, he brought out his lighter. The blue flame
was steady and hot. Alcalaheld it close to the dashboard and put his finger directly over it, counting
patiently, “One, two, three, four, five—" He pulled the lighter back, snapping it shut.

“Three generations ago, a man couldn’'t have held afinger over that flame for more than a tenth part of
that count. Doesn’t al this prove something to you?’

The * copter was hovering above Alcala’ s house. Camba lowered it to the ground and opened the door
before answering. “It proves only that a good and worthy man will cut and burn his hand for an unworthy
friendship. Goodnight.”

Disconcerted, Alcalawatched the “copier lift away into the night, then, turning, saw that the lights were
still on in the laboratory. Camba might have deduced something from that, if he knew that Nita and the girl
were not supposed to be home.

Alcaahurriedin.

Johnny hadn't left yet. He was sitting at Alcala s desk with his feet on the wastebasket, the way Alcala
often liked to sit, reading atechnical journal. He looked up, smiling. For amoment Alcala saw him with the
new clarity of a stranger. The lean, weathered face; brown eyes with smile deltas at the corners; wide
shoulders; steady, big hands holding the magazine — solid, able, and ruthless enough to see what had to be
done, and do it.

“1 was waiting for you, Ric.”

“The Feds are after you.” Ricardo Alcala had been running. He found he was panting and his heart
was pounding.

Delgados’ smile did not change. “I1t’ s al right, Ric. Everything's done. | can leave any time now.” He
indicated a square metal box standing in a corner. “There' s the stuff.”

What stuff? The product Johnny had been working on? “Y ou haven't time for that now, Johnny. Y ou
can't sdll it. They'd watch for anyone of your description selling chemicals. Let me loan you some
money.”

“Thanks.” Johnny was smiling oddly. “Everything's set. | won't need it. How close are they to finding



me?’

“They don’t know where you're staying.” Alcalaleaned on the desk edge and put out his hand. “ They
tell me you' re Syndrome Johnny.”

“I thought you’ d figured that one out.” Johnny shook his hand formally. “ The name is John Osborne
Drake. You aren’t horrified?’

“No,” Alcalaknew that he was shaking hands with a man who would be thanked down al the
successive generations of mankind. He noticed again the odd white webwork of scars on the back of
Johnny’ s hand. He indicated them as casually as he could. “Where did you pick those up?’

John Drake glanced at his hand. “I don’'t know, Ric. Truthfully. I’ ve had my brains beaten in too often
to remember much any more. Unimportant. There are instructions outlining plans and methods filed in
safety deposit boxesin amost every big city in the world. Always the same typing, always the same
instructions. | can’t remember who typed them, myself or my father, but | must have been expected to
forget or they wouldn’t be there. Up to eleven, my memory is all right, but after Dad started to remake me,
everything gets fuzzy.”

“After hedid what?”

Johnny smiled tiredly and rested his head on one hand. “He had to remake me chemically, you know.
How could | spread change without being changed myself? | couldn’t have two generations to adapt to it
naturally like you, Ric. It had to be done artificially. It took years. Y ou understand? I’'m a community, a
construction. The cells that carry on the silicon metabolism in me are not human. Dad adapted them for the
purpose. | helped, but | can’t remember any longer how it was done. Memory can't be pasted together.”

John Drake rose and looked around the laboratory with something like triumph. “They’ re too late. |
made it, Ric. There' sthe catalyst cooling over there. Thisisthe last step. | don't think I'll survivethis
plague, but I'll last long enough to set it going for the finish. The police won't stop me until it’stoo late.”

Another plague!

The last one had been before Alcalawas born. He had not thought that Johnny would start another. It
was a shock.

Alcalawalked over to the cage where he kept his white mice and looked in, trying to sort out his
feelings. The white mice looked back with beady bright eyes, caged, not knowing they were waiting to be
experimented upon.

A timer clicked and John Delgados-Drake became all rapid efficient activity, moving from valve” to
valve. It lasted a hall minute or less, then Drake had finished stripping off the hit whites to his street clothes.
He picked up the square metal box containing the stuff he had made, tucked it under hisarm and held out a
solid hand againto Alcala

“Goodbye, Ric. Wish, me luck. Close up the lab for me, will you?’

Alcalatook the hand numbly and mumbled something, turned back to the cages and stared blindly at the
mice. Drake' s brisk footsteps clattered down the stairs.

Another step forward for the human race.

God knew what wonders for the race were in that box. Perhaps something for nerve construction,
something for the mind — the last and most important step. He should have asked.

There came at last a pressure that was a thought emerging from the depth of intuition. Doctor Ricardo
Alcala will die in the next plague, he and hisill wife Nita and hisill little girl ... And the name of
Alcala will die forever as a weak strain blotted from the bloodstream of the race.. . .

He'd find out what was in the box by dying of it!

Hetried to reason it out, but only could remember that Nita, already sickly, would have no chance. And
Alcala sfamily genes, in attempting to adapt to the previous steps, had become almost sterile. It had been
difficult having children. The next step would mean complete sterility. The name of Alcalawould die. The
future might be wonderful, but it would not be his future!

“Johnny!” he called suddenly, something like an icy lump hardening in his chest. How long had it been
since Johnny had left?

Running, Alcalawent down the long half-lit stairs, out the back door and along the dark path towards
the place where Johnny’ s * copter had been parked.

A light shone through the leaves ahead. He stooped and picked up arock, and ran on.

“Johnny!”

John Osborne Drake was putting his suitcase into the rear of the “ copter.



“What isit, Ric?’ he asked in afriendly voice without turning.

“For Nina,” Alcaathought as he swung the rock. Stone struck, crunched, sinking in. The doctor had
forgotten his new strength and was dimly surprised at the fragility of bonein askull. He raised an arm to
strike again but the figure before him slowly sank down to its knees, then tilted forward on its face, half
kneeling. Alcalawaited, but there was no further motion.

Histerror ebbed, and the darkness cleared from before his eyes. A night cricket was chirping with a
friendly intermittent note. Alcala hurled the rock violently away.

A police siren wailed in the distance. The crouching dead figure dowly fell over sidewise. The wail of
sirens approached —the police coming to arrest a criminal who had spread disease.

Alcalawas surprised to find himself unharmed. He had thought Johnny was capable, but the big
scarred figure was motionless, battered head hanging limply among the twigs of a bush, big curled fingers
resting on earth. A doctor sees many such dead. The worker was dead.

“Just one death can stop thekilling,” Alcala said. He snarled down at the body suddenly and
ferocioudly. “What did you expect — gratitude?’

The date on this one is 1951. Scientists are moving along the time line, using piggyback virus for
gene splicing, right on schedule, but they haven't yet (1978) exposed human antibody tissue to germs
for germresistance, and put the educated tissues back into a child, Johnny said he was a composite;
his father operated on him. But he was mumbling and his mouth is stopped with clay.

TROUBLE WITH TREATIES

by Katherine MacLean and Tom Condit

Soldier of fortune Patrick Meade asked me—"1f you came face to face with a leopard on a
narrow mountain trail, a cliff above and a cliff below, what would you do?"

"Isit aleopard cat?" | asked, because cats are cold gamblers. "All cats are cats. Leopards and
tigers are big housecats." said Uncle Pat, who was an expert.

"Is the leopard above or below?" | hedged, wondering if there were a big rock handy to roll at
it, to avoid the gamble. "Above."

"1'd scream and charge straight at it,” | said.

So if you were a shipful of unarmed pacifists, suddenly face to face with an alien war ship run
by clever imperialist generals...

Third Officer Llyllw, officer on watch of the scoutship WiIylI'n stared at the small object on the screen
with afaintly puzzled expression on his furry face. The shape of the object failed to match any of the
gpaceships in his handbook, and yet it was undeniably a ship.

He reached for aphone circuit to cal his superior officer, and then stopped without completing the
move. Usudly histhoughts were dow, but his conclusions were generaly extremely accurate, and, asthe
commendation he had received last year put it, "most orderly."

Unidentified ship! All shipswithin the Empire of Erdig the Omnipotent were built to sSandard types.
This ship could not be from any conquered part of the Empire. This meant an unconquered aien species,
another world to be Brought to Order. It was an historic moment. Quietly, hoping that his superior officer
would not appear behind him, he put tracers and radar amplifiers on the aien ship, and recorded the
event in the bridge log, adding his name and the time with careful precison. It would pay to have his name
connected with the discovery. It would make a good counterbalance to a reprimand, and he could see a
reprimand coming up.

Heturned again to the screen for aquick glance. The ship, now enlarged to seem larger and clearer,
was very dienin design. He visudized dien beingsinsde, innocently pursuing their course, unaware that
their chaotic lives were doomed to be Brought to Order. He remembered the delightful humbleness and
obedience of daveswho had fueled their ship at the Thirty-Second World Brought to Order. It made a
man fed good, having daves around. The redization of the sacred Nifni mission to Bring Order out of
Chaos spread awarm glow through him.



Journeyman Telepath Martin Jukovsky, of the exploration ship Kema A taturk, five months out of
Puto and bound ingaaxy, suddenly sat up and dropped his magazine. The green parrot on his shoulder
lost its balance and flew away in squawking indignation.

"Hawwrrk! Angular Trisection! Awwrrk! Help! Help!"

"Shush up,” said Jukovsky absently, searching for thetrail of strange thoughts he had crossed so
briefly. Something about Order out of Chaos...Had someone on the ship gone mad? The thought had a
very strange feeling about power over people, and amixture of terror and triumph... He found the flavor
again, and thought rapidly dong thefading trail of faint thought, trying to think and fed like that, tuning in,
establishing an empathy. Suddenly he wastuned in, the other's persondity swirlinginto hismindina
hammerblow of frightened emotions and cold ca culating thoughts.

[Slaves (pleasure)... Alien Ship on screen ... Reprimand? (fear) Promotion (fear)... War...Bring to
Order...What on Earth did that mean? Where was—Alien Ship... (emotions)]

"Holy Dancing Dervish!" Jukovsky gasped, and ran barefooted to the control room to push the
emergency aarm button.

Bdlsjangled throughout the A tafork. The helmsman legped to hisfeet. "Hey, that's the emergency
adarm,”" he shouted over the din. "Hey, Jukovsky, what'sthe idea?'

" Spaceship!" Jukovsky made a preoccupied gesture and lowered himself into achair and started on
the difficult task of tuning the other tel epaths on board to the thoughts he was tracing. They came in—first
Tewazi, Zorn and Candleman in ablast of curiosity, and then Hahn, disengaging himsdlf from some
far-off thought to didein with the rest. He knew each of them, could fed ashe camein: Tewazi, coolly
andyticd, organizing information; Zorn inquisitively searching and tracing; Candleman eagerly grasping;
Hahn watching, emotions—so quiet he seemed completely unemotional—permesting histhought. They
gripped and followed the thought trail.

On board the WIyiI'n, Third Officer Lyllw was beginning to fed hisfur pricklewith an eerie
sensation of being watched. He looked hastily over his shoulder and saw nobody. He reached for the
generd-aarm cord. It should have been pulled the ingtant the dien ship was identified asdien, but he
could be executed for pulling it without orders. It wastimeto call the Second Officer, or even the
Captain. He could be questioned about the delay. L1yllw gripped his courage and went astep closer to
insubordination. With asteady hand he flipped the switch that awoke the ship's main compuiter.

The computer, Infalible Regulations and Advice, was usudly used for navigation and landings, but it
was aso the ship's authority for military regulations, precedents, and dl rulings of his Exalted
Omnipotence Erdig, Supreme Ruler of NII'ni and Lord of Cregtion. The Infallible could check and
recognize screen images of al known ships, and should be able to cope with an unknown ship. There
were, after al, anumber of regulations and precedents dealing with the Bringing to Order of an dien
Species.

Hewaited. The ship's screens blinked as the big computer cut into them and started watching. He
waited another ingtant, wondering if the computer would react. Hislife hung in balance.

The darm buzzers went off with a deafening roar. The computer had recognized the emergency. A
recorded voice began barking orders over the speaker system. He was safe.

Llyllw took a deep breath and held it while he calculated. Now the Second Officer, the First Officer,
the Captain, and the Strategic Captain had been by-passed. They were al going to be angry and out for
his blood. He balanced this out against the fact thet the Infalible Code would have hisactionsin its
record. If he could keep himsdlf from being executed on some pretext, until the ship returned to base, the
High Servants of the Exalted Omnipotence would be well pleased with him,—they liked to have senior
officers aware that the Infallible could be consulted and recordings made without their consent—it hel ped
them fear Erdig asthey should. A promation to adifferent ship...

The computer voice was roaring over the speaker system:

"Full Military Alert. Full Military Alert. Strange Ship sighted. Hold Fire, Await Orders. Repeat Hold
Fire, Await Orders. All listed experts, linguists, and personnel with contact experience un-NlI'nian species

stand by for direction if off duty. Full Emergency. Repeat. Full Emergency. Ship Command ordered to turn
over absolute authority to Strategic Captain. All personnel consult written regulations RMZZ947 on



Bringing To Order of Alien Species.”

The Firgt Officer wasfirst onto the bridge, although he had not been closest. He bounded up the
ladder from his quarters, roaring, his eyes blurred and his fur matted. Obviously he had been deeping
during a Sdf-Improvement period.

"Who turned information over to the Infdlible?" he snarled glaring around wildly. ™Y ou, you're the
watch officer! What theidiocy istheidea?"

LIyllw concedled the NlII'ni version of asmile and grovelled politely againgt abulkhead, hiding his
head.

"My abject gpologies, Y our Authority. The object was sighted at such a distance that there was no
certainty that it wastruly aship. | did not want to disturb my Excellent Superiors for amatter which might
be only acrimind error of judgment on my part, o | turned the problem over to the Infdlible, to be sure
of correct action, if only in my own deserved execution for mistaking anatural object for aship.”

There was a pause while the First considered the case. The regulations alowed the lowest crew
member to consult the Infalible any time it was not busy with another problem. It was an insult to one's
superiorsto take any such action without orders, but technicaly it was not a persona move, merdly a
consulting of regulations.

"Face out!" The First had his expresson under control and hisfur deeked when LIyllw turned. "Very
good, amogt patriotic action,” the First Officer complimented him giffly. "Quite correct—by the
regulations”

Third Officer Llyllw stiffened and saluted with precision. Behind the expressionless masks each could

see the hatred and ambition in the other's eyes. It isalong hard climb to become Captain of a ship, and your
fellow officers are very much in your way.

Severd thousand miles away, in the other ship, Master Telepath Tewazi muttered half-hysterically as
he leafed through the Handbook of Comparitive Sociology. "Diu!l There must be something likethisin
here somewhere!”

The four young Journeyman Telepaths were recording full speed on stenotypers, wincing occasiondly
at the thoughts they were recording....

There was a hush on the bridge of the Wilyll'n and everyone grovelled againgt the bulkheads as
Strategic Captain Bryllw hoisted himsdlf up through the hatchway. He was fat and greying, and worea
captain'suniformin purple, indicating aretired captain. He was seldom seen by the others on the ship,
passing histime viewing history tapes and playing games of logic with the computer, in private. Retired
Captains of much experience and success were the only ones permitted to have the berth of Strategic
Captain on amilitary ship. It was a pleasant way for an old military man to retire, for usualy there was
nothing to do, except view tapes and work at hobbies.

"Who sighted the ship?' he growled.

Llyllw raised ahand, keeping his face to the bulkhead. "Uh! Get around, al of you. There's moreto do
than cling to the wall like aflock of Moragais!"

The officers and hands on the bridge stood at trembling attention as Bryllw looked them up and
down. They had heard of his reputation as a martinet from the days he had commanded three ships.

"Thereisan emergency and | shal demand intelligence and skill from you. | know thisis asking much,
but you will start making an effort to gpply your bean-sized brainsto the problem of thisalien ship.”

The Captain's and Officers hacklesrose at the insult, but their expressons did not change and they
gared rigidly aheed.

"You!" The grizzled Strategic Captain leveled afinger a the Navigation Officer, who was standing
trembling in the rank behind the Captain. "Are dl star maps prepared to be destroyed or scrambled on
four-seconds notice?’

The unfortunate Navigation Officer swallowed and cleared histhroat, "No, Excellency.”

"They should be," Bryllw let aslent moment pass while he watched the Navigator inquiringly.

The officer, expecting immediate execution, redized dowly that Bryllw waswaiting for something.



"Y our pardon, Excellency. May | be dismissed so that | may make preparation to destroy or scramble al
dar charts?'

"A most sensible plan," Bryllw purred. "Dismissed.”

He waited until the unfortunate Navigator was down the ladder. Then he addressed the rigid group.
"Believeit or not, oh Assembly of Wisdom, thereisaremote possibility that we might have met a species
capable of destroying us, and they might want to know where our home planets are."

Hedirected his glower a the Captain, sanding at attention with the others. "Inferior, our ship isnow
overtaking the dien ship. What do we do when we come within range?"

"Open fire," the Captain snapped, glaring at the wall.

"Brilliant, Y our Wisdom. | hope you did not strain you brain irreparably.” That wasasnarl, only
barely disguised asasmile. The smile vanished, and the grizzled Strategic Captain stood back ayard and
let out abellow that made them al jump.

"Y ou miserable imbeciles! That ship contains the only opportunity you will ever haveto locate and
trace anew species, and add a new planet to the Empire of Erdig. If they have detected us, they might
aready have destroyed dl maps. And you morons want to help them, by using their ship for target
practice and blowing it to bits, so that we will never be able to assemble any information from the
pieces.

Helowered hisvoice to asmpletonelike an adult explaining to children. "We must talk to them,
make sure that they are not afraid of us, you understand? We must—"

He turned abruptly to the Gunnery Officer. "Inferior, your long range guns are aready trained on the
target, preparing to blow this vauable ship to bits. Am | correct?’

The Gunnery Officer seemed to have difficulty answering. "Gugh, ah Y ess, Authority. Military dert..."

"I am glad to see you are so efficient." Bryllw purred. "Are the crews instructed to fire automatically if
the defense screens register unusual radiation?”

"Not without further orders, Authority."

"Wonderful! Then thisvauable source of information will not be blasted out of space, whilel am
trying to explain how to seem friendly. It issafe even if they sgna uson an unusud waveength.
Wonderful. It must be an accident.”

He smiled, agenuine expression, and the trembling group of officers dared to take afew deep
breaths and consider them out of danger. "We must go softly in approaching these creatures. We cannot
be awarship, we must gpproach them as civilians, like atrader ship. Please study to act like civilians.
Anyone who has associated with civilians or bought from tradersin civilian stores please show the others
how civilians act. Wewill belearning their language, humbly so asto trade with them, you understand,
and whoever isin front of the viewscreen must seem like acivilian, and very humble and polite. You
understand?' He looked at their rigid faces and detected signs of resistance and stood back to bellow
agan.

"L et us have no show of pride, no signs of NIl'nian superiority. Isthat clear? Anyone who givesthe
dightest indication that thisisawarship, or that he persondly is accustomed to wegpons of war, will be
executed—immediatdy!"

The grizzled warrior looked at therigid and trembling officers and men with satisfaction. He lowered
his bellow to a conversationa tone.

"l am going to retire to my quarters and leave the opening moves to you, Captain. Remember that
these creatures do not know anything about us, and present to them whatever lieisleast darming. Do not
consult the Infallible or make any change of planswithout first consulting me.”

He amiled at therigid group. "To save us from the pain and embarrassment of many executions, | will
remove the need of your committing errors by conducting the preliminary negotiations mysdlf. Cal meas
soon as you have managed arough trandation of the dien'slanguage and have the trandation machine
working."

He descended the ladder clumsily, but he did not look at al ridiculous.

Captain Rablyn moved from his position of frozen attention, and looked after the Strategic Captain
with asnarl.



Aboard the Ataturk Master Telepath Tewazi caled a conference. He leaned back and shut hiseyes
asthe telepaths about the ship answered the call and turned in with their reactions.

["Hooboy, do they like each other!"

"Like anest of rattlesnakes."

"He'satough old bird, that Bryllw."

"Let's get this coordinated alittle. Somebody start verbally repeating for Chang. Thisis his type of
situation: he ought to be coordinator.” "Too bad he's not atelepath...” "What a nutty culture." “...1"'ll doit."
"We must convince "Like afruitcake, like our ancestors.” Bryllw that we are friendly, so he will

"What?'

leave usaone.”

"Leave usaone? Y ou weren't tuned in to "Yes, Look up those nuts. No use trying to get them
Authoritarian in the to change their minds.” handbook. They never change.” "But Gandhi..." "Not correct,"
(Hahn) "Psy- "Hed like that. Bryllw would like chological reorientation. no resistance...encourage him, to
Takestime, though." attack.”

"Strange attitude.” "Time! ... (obscenity) ..." "Get that Order-Chaos bit? Look up "We don't
have time Efficiency Expert. They never change. change him. Outamart him." "His officersdidike
him,  "How?' "Find out from him, Crew very favorablethough...  what would make him Maybe
something there...like the leave us alone." Bounty, only different.” "I couldn't follow him at all." "What
Bounty ..." "(image, impressions)" " Strange at

"Oh." titudes, yes." "Hell accept usat acertain re- "He'sworried that lationship. "Can we negotiate?
What wemight beisthisrelationship—I don't get it—(con-more powerful. If he thinks so cept of dave)”
"Get off my hell be back off hisship and run.” lap, cat." This ship, "Chang says we can scare off
outpower the WIlyllI'n?' "Bryllw." "Dammit, cat!" With what? Hisshipisakiller, "What'saand it'sfast.
We can't beat them." "Chang'sdave?" taking.” "Chang says, run bluff, like poker.” "Huh?" "Ouch!"
"What's poker?' "What'sadave?' "Why ouch?'

"Non-telepathic card game, dependson "Cat clawed not knowing what cards arein other's me."
possession.

Cards are strength. "A daveisonewho takes Bet on outcome, pretend strong cards, your
orders. Must frighten opponent so he take them. "Why take ordersif will concede without struggle you
don't agree with them?" to test you. That's bluff." "Force. (image of head coming "But if he knows you
might bluff?* off.) That'swhy." "Too much to lose if he "Rights?' "No rights. Slave contests and you're not
bluffing. sidered inferior species.” He doesn't dare chance it."

"Likeapet?' "No."

"Repeat that for Chang!"

"But he told me." "Inferior subservient species." "Like the cat?"

"What's so (vague obscenity) subservient about the cat?"
"I've got an ideal"]

Some five hours after video contact had been established, Bryllw emerged from the schooling
chamber with arough knowledge of Terran, and the information that the ship he wasfacing wasthe
patrolship Vengeance of the Terran Federation Frontier Guard, her captain was named Chang, and he
was mogt grateful to the NlI'ni for taking on the task of linguisticsinvolved in establishing contact.

Bryllw smiled adow, murderous smile. Ddightfully vivid in his memory were the pictures of dl the
idiotic actionsthe Terrans had performed in passing across key words: throwing balsintheair, smiling,
frowning, gnashing their teeth, holding up one, two, three, four fingers.... These clowns should be a
pushover.

He stepped to the video and looked into the face of the Terran framed in it. He began to speak,
phrasing histhoughts carefully in the strange tongue. "1 iss Bryllw, caftan ship here. Wooe desthire
thrhade wiss you. Wooe seeging egtension NII'ni thrhade rhoutes. Arr' you ooant thrhade? Much
bhenefitus ourh people—yourhus aand minuh. Thrhade," he concluded, in a carefully memorized sentence
"isslife blood of induthry."



Chang assumed his blandest expression, and his voice rolled out of the speaker unctuoudy. "As
Frontier Guardswe are, of course, entrusted with the safety and security of the peaceful citizens of our
Federation. However, in view of the objective circumstances, and taking into account historica factors
such asthe Corn Laws, the nation of Boris Stambouli and the relative success of the Wafd, it
seemsto us upon viewing the Situation didecticdly,” the NII'ni computer whirred, sending out whole lines
of random symbols. "Viewing the Stuation diaecticdly, | say, it would seem that in the light of Thomas
Jefferson's views on freetrade it isincumbent upon usto place both shoulders on the ground, put our feet
to thewhed, and consder the matter more intensively—uwith diligence, so to spesk. If you would careto
send adelegation on board our ship to further identify yourselves, we will be pleased to engagein
discussion upon the matter previoudy dluded to. Otherwise," Li paused, "We shall be forced, much to
our sorrow, to destroy you."

As soon as the screen went blank Bryllw turned to the officer in charge of linguigtics. "Wdll," he
roared, "what did he say?"

"There gppearsto be some difficulty in trandation, Y our Extreme Sentience, but it would appear that
we are invited to send a delegation on board their ship to negotiate.”

"Excdlent!" Bryllw purred, and stalked off, leaving the linguist staring hopeesdy at thetapein his
hand.

By thetime Bryllw'slifeboat reached the Sde of the Vengeance/Ataturk, bearing the Strategic
Captain and five others, including Third Officer Llyllw, that officer had dmost succeeded in banishing the
fedling of being watched. Asamatter of fact, he hadn't been watched for hours, since he was no longer
important. It was Strategic Captain Bryllw who now struggled to conced his uneasiness...He attributed it
to theweird gppearance of these skinny hairlessthings called Terrans. And, after dll, thiswas hisfirst
experience of bringing a new speciesto order, though he doubted if any of the crew redized it.... A man
could expect to be alittle nervous about something like this, couldn't he? His mind wandered back to a
campaign he had just missed when he was a Second Officer.... A race of primitive chlorine-breathers
inhabiting the lone planet of a hot new sun. The planet was untenable to NII'ni and its people incapable of
accepting Order, so they had been exterminated to prevent any possibility that they might upset the Order
of the Universe. The planet had been wiped clean of dl life to prevent re-evolution and a small amount of
mining activity had been commenced. It had been an arduous and expensive job, but it would have been
highly disorderly to leave it undone.

Aboard the Ataturk, Tewazi reded with dizziness and nausea, and dropped the Handbook of
Comparative Sociology...

["Diu"

"Uggh...Did you read Bryllw just then?"

"No, what ...oh he ...better tell Chang.” "I will."

Quiet thought came in from Hahn: "Maybe we ought to blow up our ship at that. Tell Chang to make
the arrangements or... Candleman, you in the engine room? Better rig something up just in case. Don't
want these peopleto find Earth.”

"An entire species, awhole planet..." "I don't

think | want to read Bryllw

any more."

Hahn again: "Stay clear, man...We have to out-think him."

"Chang saysthat if we suicide, well have to take them with us. We were making a pretty standard
orbit out from the system when they saw us. All they haveto do is check the records and trace our orbit
back."

"Bryllw hasn't thought of that." "He will. And don't

forget that computer.”

"Stick by the plan."]

Bryllw cameinto the Terran spaceship somewhat ruffled from the manhandling he had received in the
airlock. He had been briskly and expressionlesdy searched, and both his hidden weapons and his camera
had been taken from him. The searchers had not been impolite, but neither had they been respectful:



They had handled him like a piece of furniture.

"Humble," he muttered to himsdlf in NII'ni. "Be humble, trader." He surveyed the scene before him
with widened eyes, trying to look like arecruit with his Sde-fangs not grown yet. The Terranslooked as
bad as they had over the video, if not somewhat worse: Obscenely smooth and hairless, their skinsin
various shades of light and dark brown. They looked scrawny and frail. It would probably be easy to
forceinformation out of one of them: He could be broken in the hands.

[Ugh!" "Diul" (Hahn)—"Give mea schlager, and I'll show that big ape who can be broken in the
hands... second thought | can do it with my hands." "Cut it, man, you're asbad asheis." "You'retoo
modern, Zern, don't understand combat.”]

They wore dmost no cloth to cover ther hairlessness—a harness around the loins and some with a
large green ornament on the shoulder. Of the Six Terrans gathered to greet him, four had the green
ornaments—the largest just afoot high...maybe the size indicated authority and could indicate which of
the Terransfacing him were of importance.

While he stared a an ornament it moved, said afew wordsin Terran, spread large green wings and
flew out of the room. Bryllw started. There had been nothing said about any green flying crestures while
hewas|earning the language.

One of the Terrans stepped forward. "I am Chang. Coordinator today."

Bryllw paused to consider the strangetitle, then dismissed it and proceeded with his speech. "'l iss
Bryllw. Y ou metak viewscthreen. | iss vissneth manazherh andh arrithmetithian of thrhade ship
WIIyll'n." He spoke briskly, convinced that he was speaking the language perfectly. "Vethrhade. | tell
rhulerh-serhvantth mink. Ve sendh shipsworhldh yourh. Brhing many goodh thingth. Y ou take. What
havh nont we havh. Ve havh nont you havh. Show me star map yourh planet. Wherh you people planet?
Ve send merschant ship.”

It was agood thing Chang did not have to understand him. Chang stepped forward trying to look
formal. He took along deep breath, rounded his voice, and began. "We of the Federation always
welcome contact with new species. We hope for amicable relations, and hope that amicable relations can
ultimately, or even immediately blossom into understanding and interdependence. In the record of history
this historic meeting may be recorded astruly historic and might even mark the first step in along history
of friendship and friendly relations between our species and even of brotherhood and federation.”

Bryllw's attention wandered. He had not fully understood all that was being said, but it sounded like
the usud forma prdiminaries.

"You forgif smaler salf, Authority, what iss Federation."

"Ah—Federation is many planets mutually helping.”

Chang resumed the speech and Bryllw's attention wandered again. The claim to be many planets
could be astandard bluff intended to scare him off, or it could be true. He noted with satisfaction that the
interior of the ship looked primitive and unarmored, with few safety devices. If this ship werethe best
frontier guard the "federation™ could put up, it would be better if they did hold alarge number of planets.
It would be easy to take them away from such apuny navy asthis. The more planetsthe better.

["Awk! That's not the reaction we wanted!" "He knows about bluffd" "We aren't scaring him off."]

Oblivious of trouble, Chang, droned on...

"...And, as| emphasized in our previous conversation, in the light of our reverence for the free trade
views of such historica figures as Thomas Jefferson and Al Capone, it would seem inevitable that in the
course of history wewould beled...”

Whilethe Terran orated on, the other five members of the N11'ni boarding party came through the
arlock one by one. They were bresthing heavily and their wespons were missing, but they were ill a
good fighting force. Bryllw wondered if the Terranswere afraid of them. If they were, it would indicate
that the Terrans, unlessthey were arrant cowards, thought of themsalves asrelatively defenselessand
weak.

Hetried afeint. Abruptly he coughed in aloud rumble and moved forward in a sudden jerk, then
stopped himsalf with ahand gpologeticaly against hisfaceplate asif to smother a cough, and stepped
back again. It had worked; he had seen what he wanted to know. All the spindly two-legged creatures



had flinched or frozen at his sudden motion and roar, and now, stiffened, were making a desperate effort
to look nonchaant, and to resume their former attitude of interested listening to their leader's speech.

Unlessthey were cowards, that meant that they knew they were inferior to him. Bryllw decided that it
might be possible to take the ship from these skinny Terrans with just bare hands and good discipline.
Oncethey had the ship it would be easy to decipher the star charts and find out where its home planets
were. However, if he continued on this act of being ameek trader, they might even tell him where the
home planets were and save the need of fighting.

"Llyllw," he mumbled into thetiny intercom mikein hishelmet. "Be prepared for action and keep a
good watch for their wegpons. They must have some, probably trained on us, but | have not seen them. |
may try to saizethis ship, assoon as| find out what these green flying things are.

["Get Taylor to work up some phony hand weaponsin ahurry." "Why not use the ones we took off
the gorillas?' "They'd recognize them, and know for sure we don't have any of our own. Y ou don't want
to wrestle with these characters.” "What did we let them on the ship for?' "To frighten them, man."]

"Authority,” LIyllw's voice came nervoudy over the intercom into Bryllw's hemet. "One of these
green animasis spesking to me privately. | don't know what it issaying.”

Bryllw looked back and saw LIyllw standing stiff and woodenfaced, with a green creature perched
on his shoulder. The creature was staring at him, turning its head to stare with one eye at atime with an
ar of impoliteincredulity.

"Awwwrk!" the creature suddenly screamed in commanding tones. "Tripledeck dedl! Tripledeck
Jed!"

LIyllw went up into the air afoot, and came down even more wooden. The creature spread large
green wings and flew off down the passageway. With agreat rustle and whirr of wings the others took
wing from the Terran's shoulders, and followed down the passageway until they were out of sight.

"Y ou must excuse the Wraxtax," Chang said. "Their people have no custom of courtesy to strangers.
Y ou don't haveto obey his command. Wewill explain to him.”

"Who was he, Authority?' asked Bryllw, remembering to be humble. "Ishein command of any
power in your grest ship?' Who wasin charge of this ship? The attitudes of each Terran to the other
were ambiguous, neither indicating command nor obedience, and their attitude to the green winged things
was even more peculiar and hard to identify. It made him nervous.

"Heisnot in command over anyone," Chang explained solemnly. "We are equas. The Wraxtax are
the fifteenth speciesto join our Glorious Federation. | am not redlly an authority on them. Would you like
to seethe ship?'

Equals? Equals meant interchangable units, identical quantities. How could aBiped bean
interchangable unit or an identical quantity to a Green Bird? And who wasin charge? Bryllw knitted his
brows staring earnestly at the Biped who had told him he was Captain. Was this nervous cresture who
was not sauted by hisfellowsreally an Officer? He retracked through the statement and remembered the
question. At least that was something clear, and he knew what he wanted.

"Ve must thrade science skilish. Whant to see control room and enshine room, if pleassing to Y our
Authority.”

The Terran showed histeeth and ducked his head in agesture Bryllw had learned was friendly. "Very
pleasing. Follow me."

Bryllw motioned hisfive Nll'niansin spacesuitsto follow, wondering at the supidity shown by
non-N’lInian species. They filed along anarrow corridor and through several hatches into a control room,
where the Terran solemnly showed them the contrals.

"The feeblevetzer is here, this switch and thismeter. It isuseful only in moments when one wantsto
exceed the speed of light and does not care in what direction one goes. The Bilatera Fort Allertonis here
.thisdid...and that lever..."

Bryllw stood confused, unable to follow the Terran's explanation. Terran was obvioudy amore
complex language than they had thought. The dials and switches and screens of the control board looked
precisely like dids and switches and screenswith no hint of their use. Perhapsif he could seethe
machinery...



"Enshine room. See enshine room, Y our Oberlord?"

Again there was no objection. As Bryllw followed, amazed at the stupidity of the Terrans, he spoke
softly into histhroat-mike to halt hismen. "Don't dl follow me. Four of you stay in the control room,
stand around asking questions, look innocent, try to see where they keep any weapons and be ready to
kill them and seize the ship when | give the order.”

[Hahn: " ...Ohhh... our friend is clever.™

"| don't see any weapons, Authority,” L1yllw reported, hisvoice coming in tinnily on the earphone.
"I'm last inline, and one of the Terransisfollowing us and pointing aframework of wiresat us. It isabout
two hands square, and looksjust like wires. The green thingsjust flew in.”

"Don't move suddenly, Idiot. Look peaceable and ask questions about their language and number
system. Pretend you don't notice he's pointing anything at you. Kegp someone wandering around behind
him, and be ready to kill himwhen | give theword."

"Hey Taylor," Hahn called cheerily in the control room "Know Pig Latin? Utpay ouryay ackbay
gainstagay alay ulkheadbay, otgay itay?'

Bryllw was disturbed as he walked down the corridor. A framework contraption of wires awespon?
Where would you get the power? And why did the mgority of the Terranswear neither uniforms nor
wegpons? They wore only skin and harness, not suitable for hiding weapons, and with no insignia of
rank. How could the ship be organized in any orderly fashion if there was no way to tell who wasin
command of what?

["What's bothering him now? We know who does what in the crew, why should anyone wear alabel?’
"It's Authoritarian custom to wear alabel, makes them feel happier." "I read that part in the Handbook, but
he seemsto think it is practical! | mean...." "Be clear, man...|et's follow this."]

A ship could not run without some indication of rank and authority, Bryllw thought uneasily, and his
skin prickled again with that strange, watched feding. Perhaps the Terrans had taken off their uniforms
and inggniato conced some vital information about themsalves. Perhaps they were not so helplessas
they seemed and were playing some game of considerable depth and darkness.

["Hoo... now hels sarting to get alittle nervous.” "But why?' "The way weredly are, hethinksit'sa
lie" "Theway weredly areisthe Bluff?' "What?' "Now you're making me nervous."]

Bryllw moved carefully along another line of logic. The presence of the green flying creatures meant
that the Terrans had expanded across at |east two solar systems, for they would not find an identical
atmospherein their own solar system, and these "Wraxtax™ showed no signs of wearing airsuits. By the
laws of probability, it took exploring at least five systemsto find a planet with identical atmosphere. It
would appear that the Terrans had done alot of exploring before encountering the Wraxtax. The
spokesman had said that they were the fifteenth speciesto join the Terran "Federation”. (What in space
was a " Federation"?) The question was, which species dominated the other? One had to dominate, or
you could never have any stable Order. The green creatures had done no work in his presence and had
given only one order, which wasignored. It was dl very confusing.

"Which one of the planets of your Federation isthe centra one, Authority?"

"l don't understand,” said Chang. "Suns are centra, not planets. Of courseit is conceivable that a
systemmight exig..."

"I mean, which one carries out the government, isshuesthe laws?'

"Government? Laws?' Chang considered amoment, looking at the bulky spacesuited figure. " Oh,
wdll ..." One of the other Terrans stepped forward hastily and spoke into his ear. Chang smiled.

"Why, it's afederation. All worlds are central."

"All worlds are central 7' repested Bryllw, trying to sound merely stupid. A red haze gathered in front
of hiseyes, and he lowered over the Terran with his hands dangling open. It was an effort to hold himself
from picking the creature up like adoll and ripping its limbs off. He had climbed to the rank of captain
half alifetime ago so that he would not have to listen to insults from anyone except the High Servants of
Erdig themselves. It was enraging to have a small hairless caricature of a creature, destined to be aslave,
insolently telling him obvious lies, insulting hisintelligence, and probably laughing at him.

"All worldsare centrd, you said, Y our Wisdom?' He forced himsalf to be humble, though hisvoice



was shaking. "But | like know vhich world has most power over the others.”

"No world exerts power over any other world." repeated Chang blandly. "Why would any world do
that? It would involve a most unprofitable expenditure of energy and resources and would probably lead
to hodtility. While we are stopped here, would you care to look at our atmosphere control divison?' He
stepped through a hatchway and out of reach.

Bryllw lumbered after him, bending his head in adeterminedly humble pose. If he went amok now,
his subordinates would claim he was senile. Perhaps they'd be right. He was shaking, but under control.
Tewazi eased away from behind him.

[Woof! Did you fed that rage?" "It swamped me...| dmost tried to strangle someone mysdf.” "Me,
too—Him." "No point teling Chang how close he came."’]

Bryllw found himsdlf in asmdl room, jampacked with equipment, tanks of liquid lining thewalls. The
strategic captain pretended to be studying the equipment while he got his thoughts under control.

As his breathing came back to normal and he stopped shaking, he focused on the tanks of liquid.
They were glowing with intense illumination and giving forth reflected light to the rest of the darkened
room. Each tank had a different form of vegetation growing init, and each contained small golden
cregtures, swvimming about and poking at the plants with their noses. At one side of each tank wasa
miniature bank of leversand dids, insde the tank.

Bryllw stared at the tiny control boards, then at the golden swimmers. Who would use the boardsin
there? Thefigh?

He cleared histhroat, then remembered his Terran again. "What arrafp ... what do these creatures,
Authority?"

"Them | am an authority on. They are our atmosphere control experts, members of the twenty-fifth
speciesto join our gloriousfederation.”

"Forgive request, Authority, but...would inthroduce me? They such beautiful cregtures...” Bryllw was
thinking fast. The fish things were captives possibly, discontented daves. Divideand rule...

Chang amiled blandly. "I'm afraid that they don't converse much.”

Bryllw looked at thetable. A pair of earphoneslay on it, wires|eading to one of the tanks. Obvioudy
the Terrans conversed with the fish things. He hesitated.

The Terfan moved to the door. " Shall we go to the Engine Room now?"

Bryllw followed him. Theideaof negotiating with little golden fish was utter madness. Y €,
logicdly...Logicaly, what?

("Who thought up that earphonerig?’) ("l did.") ("Nice work, Jukovsky, he'sreding.") ("Hurry the
guys up with the thinbumbob, that Strategic typeis coming.”)

Asthey waked down the corridor, a man dashed forward from the next hatchway and spoke
hurriedly to Chang. The conversation looked unnatural, as all such actions of the Terrans had, and Bryllw
realized it was because there was no form of salute exchanged and neither party went to atention while
spesking. They were keeping their relative status a secret from him with fantasticaly good acting.

The Terran with him (the Captain?) turned from the brief conference and looked up at Bryllw,
showing again those even white teeth that would be no use for anything except eating vegetables. There
was something reassuring about the pacifism of his appearance. It calmed Bryllw's wild speculations
about deadly conspiracies, though it failed to clear the fog which was gathering in hismind.

"I recelveword," said the Terran, "that my Federation would like to trade with your—ah,
government—but they do not fed that the time is suitable for an approach to our planets by your ships....
difficulties of unknown germs and such problems. Therefore, we would like to choose adead planet
whichiscompletely isolated, to meet your ships and exchange cargoes.”

Thiswas not astupid proposal. Bryllw stared at the Terran calculatingly, wondering when the
pretense of innocence would cease. The proposition was a practica one for potential enemies. It would
be best to agreeto it...Any extratime they took in negotiating would increase his chances of locating the
gar systems of the Federation. Also give moretimeto locate the rea captain, for this clown was not
gpeaking for himsdlf, and there had been no time to communi cate with the planets of their 'Federation’
even if they had been of the nearest star to the two ships. Someone was giving him advice, and that



someone knew enough to be valuable, and should be located and kept aive for questioning.

["Ghah! Hisimage of questioning. And helikesit!" "No, he doesn't ...thereé's no emation, it'sapurey
mechanical concept...Much asyou civilized-type people may not likeit, I'm afraid were going to have to
do something about these people. I've got the location of their home planet worked out. With the
overcentraization these Authoritarian types have, we can knock them apart with one raild—their subject
races could finish thejob ...Uh-oh!" "Nice plans Hahn, but how about plansto survive thislittle inspection
party they've put aboard? We don't seem to be making it."]

LIyllw's voice came into the earphone of Bryllw's helmet as he lumbered after the small group of
Terranswho were showing him the ship. He remembered he had |eft LIyllw in the control room,
remembered with difficulty, dragging hismind from afog of speculations. LIyllw's voice was triumphant.

"A mogt unfortunate accident seemsto have occurred, your Authority...I accidentally bumped into
the Terran with the weapon. He dropped it, and | most clumsily stepped onit. | am now apologizing
profusely. Oh—yes, | think | seeastar chart. It's painted on abulkhead, and is obvioudy ornamental,
but it looks quite readable.”

"Excellent,” Bryllw purred into the hedmet mike, remembering that this was the officer who had
sghted the strange ship and turned on the Infalible without orders. " Of courseit isinsubordination,
punishable by death, to act without orders, unless| officialy approve of your action.” There was atense
slencefrom theligtener at the other end of theline. Bryllw let him suffer for amoment, then added. "I
approve. However, I'll file recommendeations that you be promoted—no room for insubordination on the
bottom." He added more quietly. "Be ready to seize the control room when | givethe signd. Kill the
birds, too."

Bryllw turned to the Terran beside him, "V e thrade, dead planet, stop andh thrade there. | tell my
government, it sends ships. Where live you people planets? Y ou tell me. | pick out good star between.”

Chang smiled. "We have the star maps up in the control room. Y ou mark where your stars are, and
our caculating machine will search the records and find the optimum star with unoccupied planetsto use
as atrade center between us."

Bryllw radiated amental snarl that rocked the Terran telepaths. The Terrans wanted to know where
his home worldswere. Possibly they had invited him to their ship in order to capture and question him.
But if something went wrong with the negotiating delegation, and the Captain of the Wilyiln suspected it,
hewould immediatdly blast the Terran ship to atloms, and Bryllw withit. It would be thefirst thing he
would decideto do. Bryllw could visudize Captain Rablyn's pleasure at giving the order that would rid
him of a Strategic Captain and leave him again master of hisown ship.

"Very sorry, Authority and Wise one, but | just trader, arithmetic-doer of trade ship,” he said solidly,
knowing hewould not be believed. "'l not read star maps, not understand where NII'ni isfrom here.”

Chang looked at him smilingly, ashowing of teeth that suddenly seemed deadly. "Perhaps something
can be arranged.” He turned and stepped through the hatchway into what looked like a machine shop.
Spare partslay around on and under benches.

"Repairs," Chang explained. It was arather obvious statement, but four men were busily working
with rgpidity and coordination on adjusting an apparatus built into the wall, while afifth sood by a control
chair and aiming device and leaned on avery large red button with one hand. Asthe others worked they
glanced frequently at a viewscreen centered in the apparatus. The screen had two crossed lines
quadrasecting it, like atarget sighter and firing device. In the center of the screen with the crossed hairs
right acrossthe middle of it, was a ship which Bryllw dowly recognized was the WiIylin.

"Y our pardon, Authority,” Bryllw walked over and stood by the working men, breathing heavily.
They werein easy reach for skull-cracking. ™Y our pardon, but this appears to be aweapon. Would you
explainto methe principle?’

The one holding the button was further away, out of reach, Bryllw noted. He would have to be
reached when the others were down.

"Certainly,” Chang smiled. "Thisisour mgor armament, the Cosmic Regurgitator. It operates upon
the Higgledy-Piggledy principle of reciprocal jabberwocky, and can undo the atomic bonds of any object
itisfocused on. Except of course, large planets and stars—it would only be able to lightly damage a



planet for instance, perhaps destroy the atmosphere. There has been considerable speculation among
astrophysciss asto what its effect on astar might be.... The whingamig here, determinesthe
jabberwocky reciprocal of any object it is set upon, and indicates by different colors—" Hewaved his
hand at a set of rapidly spinning colored lights.

"That color scheme you see, for instance, indicates the jabberwocky reciprocal of your ship. Itis
unfortunately necessary to focus on something in order to complete certain repairs. The gunnersare
making test runs on your ship, sinceit isthe nearest large object. There is however, no danger to your
ship—that button there, the one that Jukovsky is pressing, keeps the wegpon from Regurgitating
automatically when it reachestarget. Naturaly hewill be very careful not to let go of it. Let'sgo into the
engineroom, shal we?'

Saying nothing, Bryllw looked again at hisship, Wilyil'n, pictured in the crosshairs of the weapon,
and a the Terran lounging, holding down the button with hisleft hand. He backed off dowly so asnot to
dartlethe Terran.

On theway out he made asmall gesture to the NlI'nian in a space suit who had been humbly and
discreetly following them. "Stay herewhen | leave," he muttered into the helmet mike. "'If thereisany
trouble, hold down that button!" He looked back at the lumbering downess of his crewman in the big
spacesuit, and the nervous quickness of the Terran who now lounged facing their way holding down the
button and watching the NIlI'nian with suspicion. He looked back with gloom. If there were any trouble
the WIlyll'n would be thoroughly regurgitated. Gloomily he followed Chang into the Engine room.

Chang seated himsdf on a streamlined plastic housing and cheerfully began to talk. "Now, about the
trading. Thisisasubject on which | am well qudified to negotiate atreaty, due to my Mongol ancestry.
We Mongols have aways been known for our sympathetic attitude toward traders. However, there
remains the problem of overdeveloped and underdevel oped planets, a problem with which | am sure you
and your distinguished colleagues are quite familiar, and of courseits concomitant problem of the trade of
colonid areas with the mother planets, as so admirably explicated by Wilberforce Throckbottomin his
magnificent "Bdlad of the Boston Tea Party,” awork which isregarded by my people assecond in
excellence only to our own nationd epic "Tarzan of the Apes.” Buit to return; al these and many other
factors must of course be taken into account in any discussion of trade, and | assume you have done so
ashavewe. Therefore, in thelight of the aforementioned, we come to a question which might be, and
indeed had been by many, regarded as bas c—what have you got and what do you want?*

"Wdl... un... we havh rraw materiath of dl tybhs..."

"So havewe."

"Ve havh many industries..." Bryllw was cursing mentally.

What did this clever clown think he was doing? He remembered the button and shivered. Were they
preparing something worse?

"Perhaps something could be arranged there. It so seemsthat there might be apossibility of some
sort of cultura exchange, such as beads, hatchets and other artifacts.”

"What?"

"| said that our exchange would perhaps be most wisely concentrated on manufactured goods of
varioustypesto be determined, and on cultura and scientific items, reflecting the various aspects of our
two societies”

"Oh, ohyes... cultura and... er... scientific, by dl means scientific exchange. Great, uh, mutud
benefit.” Likethat infernad machinein the next room, he thought. Exchange me that! But the Terran was
gdling in some way—there was something phony about it all.

[Hahn: "You guysjust aren't good liars, that's al.”]

"Now asto the planet for trade center...I would suggest adead planet of one of the stars near here.
Itis, of course, Terran, uh, territory, but we would be glad...”

"THE CAT!"

All handsin the engine room came erect and stood respectfully silent. A deek, black-furred creature,
small and walking on dl fours, stepped ddicately into the compartment, walked about sniffing a the men,
climbed to ashelf to look at the viewscreen centered on one of the tubes, ambled about for five minutes



or so, then walked out. The men relaxed. One went over and looked at the viewscreen, apparently to be
sureeverything wasdl right.

"That wasthe Chief." said Chang in alow voice. "Hetakes alook around sometimes to make sure
everything'srunning dl right.”

"He'squitesmal," said Bryllw. He should have expected something like this. These Terran clowns
had no rank, they were just pretending to be in charge. That creature, whatever else it was, was
obvioudy aware of its own superiority, an officer or better.

["Good thing ol Strategic Gorillawasn't in the shop when the cat came in—we had to knock him off
atableto keep him out of that eectronic mishmash.”]

The Terran behind Chang stepped forward and murmured something Bryllw didn't catch. It sounded
like "Hooked."

Chang smiled and continued. "Y es. He comes from the oldest intelligent race we have ever
encountered, natives of the planet Erewhon. Wefind their advice invauable.”

Advice? Bryllw thought. Who are they fooling—themselves?

["NiceKitty... up here pretty kitty... that'sit. Go give Chang the word, I've got everything set."]

A Terran appeared in the engineroom hatchway. "The Cat says heis ready to receive the strange beast
now."

Bryllw bristled, but he followed the messenger to asmall compartment he had not seen before. The
damned ship seemed to be honeycombed with al sorts of unlikely places. The room contained a
viewscreen and asmall bank of control knobs on ablack pandl, asmall bookshelf a oneend and a
number of satiny cushions scattered about. At first the room seemed to be uninhabited, then he caught a
hint of motion in the corner of hiseye and whirled.

The Cat was there, looking down at him haughtily from a plastic pillar topped with a velvet cushion.

Bryllw waited for it to speak. The Cat ingpected him with an insolent stare, then yawned and looked
away with an affectation of indifference, ingpecting the viewscreen. The screen showed the control room
and hismen.

Bryllw redlized he was called upon to speak the first word. This creature's manners were no better
than those of the High Servants of Erdig. In fact, they were extremely smilar... well, he had had some
experience in dedling with aristocrats, although he looked back on the experience with relief that he had
survived. Now held have some usefor it.

"Excellency and Most Powerful," he began. The Cat's eyes returned to hiswith some small interest.
Encouraged, he continued. "My government when they hear of vast area controlled by your people
would like to send a ship with presents, and things for trade, so both our rulerswill profit. Y ou ask your
davestell me where send ship so best trade with your people? This please to you, Wisest Excellency?'

The Cat stretched and yawned delicately, then returned its large luminous eyesto Bryllw. Hefound
their gaze disturbing. The expression was calm, dmost fond, filled with confidence too wise to be mere
arrogance.

"Qrrrriw? Prrrup?’

"The Wise One asksif it would please you if he and this ship escorted your ship back to your own
home, for he would appreciate meeting more of your admirable species.”

The Cat stood up restlessly and looked at the interpreter more anxioudly. "Meeerowwrr, meerowee.”
After the previous insouciance, the change to concern and pleading aroused Bryllw's cynicism. He
watched the Cat suspicioudy.

"The Cat wishesto inform you that you need have no fear. No race haslost anything of vaue by their
associations with Cats. Cats are most humble and easy to please. They do not take advantage of their
superiority, and they are not offended if an individual does not accept their advice. Cats are extremely
rationd."

The Cat rubbed himsdlf againgt the cushion with an affectionate, most feminine gesture, looking a
Bryllw with large round luminous eyes full of tender concern. It was awonderful gesture, though perhaps
alittle bit overdone to be convincing. Bryllw stepped back uneasily, finding an unexpected desirein
himsdlf to have some wise and tender creature such asthisto give him advice and protect him from the



schemes of young and ruthless officers around him.

How could thisdien creature of four legs so easly charm him? True, it wasagraceful animd, with
slky fur that even the most beautiful femae of hisyoung adventureswould have envied and desired for
her own cheeks and shoulders. And of course dl aristocrats are trained in tact, having little else to do but
converse. It was only typical of aristocrats that thisanimal had tact. But with afew gesturesto giveto
Bryllw theideathat he would like to be ruled by this cresture! It must be alie. Under the velvet paw lay
the stedl claws—the creature's wisdom and skill were weaponsto fear. Bryllw took another step
backward and suddenly saw the luminous eyes catch areflection and flare into lambent wells of green
flame. With eyesthat radiated light the creature no longer looked like anything real. Fear of hypnosis
struck him like ablow, and he looked away from the strange blazing eyes, barely keeping himsaf from
griking out a them or running.

"Qrrmil. Mrrll meerrowwl." The Cat's voice was close and intimate. The trandator's voi ce seemed far
away.
"He saysthose under his guidance aboard this smal ship are very happy dueto hiswise advice. You
can ask any one of them."

This accounted for the smallness of the ship. It was merely a persona pleasure boat for the Cat,
manned by his servants. The Terrans were deceiving themsaves with their talk of equality and their
"Federation”. It was no doubt adevice of the Cat, trickery to keep them contented.

Suddenly he understood. The Cats were spreading in agreat and growing empire of power more
absolute than any Bryllw had ever seen using other species as daves and kegping them in such hypnotic
control that they thought they were free. What need to fear revolt, when the davesthink they are free and
are surethey arein charge of their own destiny, merely requesting advice from you?

Bryllw shuddered violently. Thank the Elders he had not sent the regular Captain on thismission. The
Idiot would have come back bearing the Cat on his shoulder for a"Visit" and they would al have been
log.

"Mrrrr," the Cat said in alow confiding tone, settling down to a couchant position and fixing Bryllw
deadily with hislarge affectionate eyes.

"He wished to know if he may visit your ship."

Bryllw shuddered in spite of his control. "I will try arrangeit,” he said, fearful that the Cat would see
that he was lying.

The Cat suddenly leaned over and lay onitsSdelooking at the celling languidly and said something in
agentle soothing sound like an affectionate growl. The sound evoked youthful memoriesin the aging
Bryllw. He found himself charmed by the tone. Oh, but these aristocrats were charmers dways, and
measters of tact! But they would kill you without even bothering to get angry.

"He saysthat hislittle ship is not fast enough to keep up with yours, and so it would be afavor if you
would return home dowly enough to dlow himto follow you." The pleasant affectionate growl continued.
"He says he admires your fighting spirit and intelligence in understanding his meaning. He has persondly
taken afondness to you, and would put you under his protection and do you any favorsin his power
when his people come into positions of influence in your empire. Heis aware by your manner that you
are not atrader, but afighting man of much experience and little scruple, and he might even add you to
his persona council.”

The Cat till lolled back, staring at the ceiling with aremote and affectionate gaze.

Bryllw, feding himsdlf to bein the most dangerous crisis of hislife, was fascinated. How pleasantly
thisaristocrat had offered his bribe, how affectionately he had gpplied the oil and how obliquely shown
the dagger!

It would not be safe to say either yes or no. With barely controlled haste he made apol ogies about
diminishing air supply and hurried to the control room. "Come," he growled to the men there, "Were
leaving."

"But..."

"Shut up and move while you can move! Let'sget out of here and never mind asking questions!™

The Terran ship was slower. It would be safer to run than to fight.



Back on board the WIIylI'n, Bryllw stalled the Terran over the viewscreen while the ship made ready
for maximum acceleration. Then everything was ready and the Wyll'n suddenly accelerated under full
power and departed.

As Bryllw's thoughts blacked out under the bone-crushing accel eration, he was counting himself lucky
to have escaped.

Chang sprawled on alounging pad, wiping hisface limply. "I never thought we'd work it. Y ou guys
could read hisreactions but | had to guess. Diu! I'm best."

"We all are—never played bluff before. We didn't do it too well. The only one with a good pokerface
was Shadow."

"THE CAT!" shouted Hahn. They all leapt to their feet, then relaxed.

"Ahh, cut it out, Hahn."

"Give Shadow his bowl! of milk or something."

"How come the Nifni don't keep pets?"

"I dunho—how come we do?'

"That's the right answer," said Uncle Pat. "l came around a bend in the trail and there | was
face to face with this bloody big leopard. It snarled, and there was only room for one of us to get
by, so | yelled like hell and charged straight at him, and he tried to turn around so fast he rolled
over backward and rolled over the edge and rolled down the cliff, (it was about a seventy degree
slope) yowling and screeching and hissing all the way and wound up down on another trail about a
hundred feet below, and limped away. Didn't even look up. He didn't want to see me laughing.”

THE ORIGIN OF THE SPECIES

The good doctor is disturbed because society somehow, by the best logic, sets him the job of
destroying the parts that don't fit to this mad world.

I's he given the job of shortening feet by amputating toes to make them fit the short shoes
designed for average feet? No, but it's close. Does he remove eyes that can see into the ultraviol et
and X-ray, so that the seer shalt not claim to see the impossible secrets? No, but we're warmer.

Anyhow he's a kind man.

So are they all, all honorable men.

May 10, 1953; 2:30 A.M.

DEAR JACK:

Some acts seem to change the meaning of the universe. Y esterday | killed.

It's a poor way to begin aletter, | admit. I'm writing this down because | have to tell someone, now;
because | can't keep it to myself, and no one else is awake. Looking out the window, | can see the empty
streets of our little suburb lying silvered in the moonlight. | can't wake anyone at this hour to talk to him,
though | desperately want to hear a human voice. This|etter isthe next best thing.

Y ou don't know much about my work, Jack, only that | am a neurosurgeon. We play cards together,
and argue poalitics, and you and your wife invite me to theater parties and try to marry me off to pretty
girls—but | don't think I've ever told you exactly what | do.

| operate on brains.

| take out parts of people's brains; that is my profession.

I am well known in my field, for | do what other neurosurgeons cannot do. At first it was just small
tumorsthat | took out, and then | progressed to removing smaller and smaller tumors that others could not
find, and injured tissue that others could not locate, the tiny scars of old concussions and birth injuries that
send electric pulsations out of phase with the waves of the rest of the brain, and so cause seizures—what is
called epilepsy.

| open up their skulls—it's al very mechanical, Jack, mere carpentry. The patient is conscious, but
reassured and calm, knowing that he won't feel anything. His head is shaved and screened off with towels
so he can't see what | am doing. | cut the scalp in three sides of awide square and fold the skin back from
the bone. Then | take awide drill and drill four holes through the thick skull bone, one at each corner of the
square, then take a hand drill with asmall rotary saw blade and run the buzzing blade slowly from one hole
to another. It isatrap door of bone now. An assistant priesit up, turnsit back. (There is aimost no blood



and, afterwards, only afew thin scars to show for it.)

| can see the brain now through athin tough lining of dura. | cut the durawith scissors and fold it back
like a page of abook. And thereit is, theliving brain, grey and quivering dightly with the throbbing of the
few blood vessels branching on its surface.

| have to locate the spot that is causing the trouble, and rapidly now. It is difficult to see anything in the
curves and folds of soft grey. An assistant hands me an electrode that gives tiny currents of electricity, a
current so small that if it touches the scar | am searching for it will not set off a seizure, but the patient will
recoghi ze the sensation of one coming, the odd emotion, the dizziness and distance and "aura" that warns a
second before an attack and say, "Thereit is." | touch the pencil electrode here and there over the grey
sum face, the tiny current here bringing alive an old memory in the patient's mind, here making one of his
fingers twitch, here bringing a sensation of watching something green spinning before his eyes.

"Thereitis. That felt likeit. Getting warmer, Doc," he says, and | bend closer, touching the electrode in
narrowing circles, and then | seeit, atiny section of grey that is different and rougher, atwisting of tiny
blood vesselsin it that makes a pinkness and wrong color.

| take the scar out gently, using alittle sucking tube that wiffles air into itself with a sighing noise and
pulls the soft detachable grey layer up into itself, leaving a small section of unthinking, unelectrica, passive
white shining through frominside. . .

The operation is expensive, tremendously so. The hospita will pay only part. The patient and his family
are poor—they aways are; it is difficult for aman who has spasmsto hold ajob, and then there's the cost
of the accidents and hurts that come from the inevitable falling when the seizures strike.

So | often stand with the insufflater hissing in my hand for one minute more, trying to think of something
else | can do, some other way—but time is precious. | bend forward again and begin. The grey delicate
layers of thought and of perceptive feeling, the layers that mean sensitivity with the hands and skill with the
fingers go easily up into the little tube like soft, damp fluff and leave awidening circle of white.

It isthe left hemisphere | make usdless, the |eft hemisphere that controls feeling and thinking and skills
in right-handed people. This patient was right-handed and | eft-brained; now he will have to be left-handed,
and learn now to think and feel and regain his old skills as best he can with the right half-brain that remains.
Heis middle-aged; it will be hard to change and begin again. But it is better perhaps than falling down in fits
and cracking his head against the pavement until he has no brain at all.

| have areputation. They say that | know more about the human brain than any man who has ever
lived. They have heard of my skill in London and Prague and Paris and Moscow and New Y ork, and
surgeons come from al these places to watch me operate.

From these operations, from looking at the human brain, that marvel ous instrument exposed before me
amost daily, from touching it gently with electricity and hearing the patients report what odd sensations,
what odd thoughts and memories come, | have learned much . . .

I do other kinds of operations, too. At first | operated only on epileptics. But it is not just scars that are
damaging to the brain. Sometimes thoughts and memories make their own kind of scars, and do their own
kind of damage. Having an occasional fit and falling down before an auto is not the worst thing that can
happen to aman. He could live in an asylum and scream, "open open open,” or "hat hat hat," day and night,
alonein acell, helplessin some inside agony no one can reach or socthe.

Experimenting despairingly, neurologists found that the severing frontal sections of the brain—it is
known as lobotomy—would cure those scarstoo. But they cut blindly. Often the operation stopped the
screaming and brought peace, but usually a dull animal peace, and sometimes the peace of death.

Because of my knowledge and experience, | was asked to help the best and most precious spirits: the
great conductor who had broken down; the author who could only write down the words that strange voices
shouted in his mind; the over-worked statesman who could now listen only to imagined whisperings against
himself; all the others with great responsibilities who had been broken by trying too hard to fulfill them.

So | began doing this other kind of operation. Because | knew the brain, could study their
encephal ograph brain-electricity charts and trace the convolutions carefully like afamiliar map, | could take
out merely that narrow small section that was giving them hurt, and destroy nothing else.

People came from my operations cured and happy, without that numb animal look that sometimes
follows lobotomy. They came out adjusted to life for the first time, not wanting and not missing the things
that | bad cut away. They were grateful.

But as | operated, | was trying not to think.

For you see, Jack, | knew what | was doing to each brain. | knew what those delicate grey tissue cells
were that | removed with the hissing insufflater tube. | knew what part of the human mind and soul | was
taking. Sensitivity to the hurts and loves of others. . . dreams and longings and plans for the future ... the



deeper reactions to music and poetry ... the sensitive adjustment of values and motives to new situations ...
emotional insight ... creativelogic ...

Always it was those sections which were scarred by experience, sending distortion and agony through
the mind.

While | work steadily, efficiently, seemingly calm, the thoughts come, and | cannot stop them.

What kind of lifeisit that | am adjusting this man to, that he will be most sane and adjusted when the
best parts of his mind are taken out?

Society isvery old, and custom very ancient, and most of our ways were handed to us from far back in
the darkness of time. Can some of it be traced back to herds and packs that were not human? Were not the
first men born misfit into a society of apes? If children were born into an asylum and raised only by the
inmates, would not they become sincerely "mad” in such surroundings, and think at last that everything
around them was natural and right? The texture of tradition islearned in early childhood; it graftsitself onto
the mind and seems like instinct, too natural to be consciously noted.

| think of George, the archetype of al the children of fact and legend who have been adopted by the
animals. He was raised by wolves; they suckled him and were friendly and tolerant, like dogs, and they fed
him through the long period of his babyhood.

Thefirst thing for him to learn was to survive. After that, his developing human mind should have been
free to continue learning and discovering until he demonstrated his innate human superiority. That is what
you would expect.

But first he had to learn to be strong and cunning as a successful wolf. So all the tremendous skill and
capacity for creative learning of the human-child mind was poured into learning the tricks and skills of the
wolf way of life.

But he was not awolf. What was natural to them had to be learned painfully by him: to run on four feet
instead of on hislong hind legs; to sniff with his noseinstead of using his eyes; to repress the natural
babbling and baby muttering that was so dangerous in thislife; to repress the curiosity of adeveloping mind
that wanted to stop and pick things up with his odd un-wolflike front paws—and thus risk being left behind
by the pack and, with his poor, inadequate sense of smell, become lost. He was a misfit and a cripple by the
standards of the wild dogs of the woods. They must have been very patient, indeed.

George managed at last to become a self-supporting wolf. But by that time he was an
inferiority-complex, not-very-bright wolf, neurotic and trembling and unable to reason or to adjust his
behavior (that is the way with extreme neurosis), awolf who snapped and snarled at the humans who
captured him, who howled lonesomely to be let free to return to the cold woods, and who at last died—very
much as an animal in azoo may die of inability to adjust to lifein captivity.

If | had been there then, with the techniques | know now, | could have adjusted George. | could have
operated and removed the source of his neurosis, and made him a contented, well-adjusted wolf. But a wolf
, hot aman. For it was the human parts of his mind that were misfit, scarred and inhibited and rendered
useless by repression, left only as sources of pain and insanity.

And so | think again, as | operate on the man now under my knife: what kind of world isit that | am
adjusting him to, that he will be most sane and adjusted when the best parts of his mind are taken out?

Were not the first men born misfit, like George, into a society of apes? They might have wanted nothing
more than to be happy, well-adjusted apes. But evolution isruthless and indifferent to individual cost, and it
can't be stopped. The origina breed of mankind must have multiplied and spread across the Earth because
they learned to get by in the world of apes, making a copy, that—physically weak, neurotic, and mentally
crippled as it was—was more efficient than the original. Perhaps if George had been born with more
intelligence or even genius, he would have been able to make himself into aleader of wolves, ready to
breed arace of wolf-imitations. But then he would have been even more of a misfit—he would have
become mad, alunatic wolf. | think of the chanting, the ritual, the blood sacrifice of primitive man. Mad . . .
alunatic wolf or alunatic superape, twisted carbon copies, both of them.

And the twistedness perpetuating itself. The young are born without warp, but what happens when they
are born into an asylum and taught to behave like the adults there? Neurotic behavior isintolerant of any
other way of behaving than its own. What starts as forced mimicry could soon become completely natural
to the learning child. Neurotic behavior isrigid, conservative, obsessive and inflexible. Six million yearswe
have had already, gradually working toward sanity, but God, how slowly and with such relapses! And, in all
that time, all that our cortex, our new brilliance, has given usisanimal conquest of the other animals, and for
the rest—neurosis, frustration, and an inhibition that can make the best portions of our minds give us only
pain and distortion.

And all | can do to help isto remove parts of the brain.



Onein seven of uswill break down and be hospitalized at some point of our lives, and perhaps all of us
who walk the streets of the world would be happier without the subtle grey cells | take from brains, the
layer of brilliance that is given the unbearable cross of concealing itself so that we may learn, painfully, to
be good imitation apes, instead of men. We don't know what it is to be human; we have never been
alowed.

Thisisalong letter, but I will get to the point now.

Y esterday | performed an operation that | had been begged to do. It was the parents who came and
begged me, for the sake of their twelve-year-old boy. He was feeble-minded. They had been told that he
should go to atraining home with others like him, yet they fought against fate, they wanted to believe that
he could grow to run and laugh and be bright like any other normal boy. They claimed that he had been a
brilliant baby—perhaps he had sustained a head injury or had a brain tumor, and | must cure him.

| was dubious. All parents seem to think -their first baby is brilliant. No operation can cure a child who
is naturally feeble-minded.

They grew desperate and told me stories of remarkable things the child had done before it was two
years old, but the stories were of things that only the boy's nurse had seen, probably made up by the nurse
to please them. | did not believe the stories, but the parents were sensitive and obviously thoughtful, so | told
them that if the boy had shown such an obvious change he might have sustained a head injury.

They begged me, and they were wealthy, and sincerely, pitifully eager for their son. So for their sake,
and for the fees they could offer that would help poorer cases, | did it.

The encephal ographs had been abnormal. | was expecting perhaps to find a tumor.

When the cap of bone was off and the rough outline of the boy's brain showed under the thin dura, it
looked wrong. | was afraid.

For ahalf amoment | stood, while a professional entertainer continued to hold the boy's sleepy attention
by making shadow pictures with his hands. | stood there, and without any move that might betray my
reaction to the assisting doctors, | reproached myself bitterly for spoiling the pleasure of perfect health the
boy at least had had by giving him metal platesin his head where the safe, solid bone should be. Even if |
closed it up immediately without going further. . . . The outline of the surface of his brain looked wrong,
different, unworkable. The boy was naturally feeble-minded, | thought, and was glad that the movie
cameras were not watching this operation, glad that | had decided not to use this operation on a"healthy,
contented child" as an example for others of what to do. Now there would be no record of a mistake.

He had been happy the way he was. | reached for an instrument to begin closing the opening, admitting
the mistake.

But then the shape of the boy's brain began to ook clearer to me under the obscuring layer, the
differences having aform of their own, assuming a shape | could not quite believe.

I turned from the instrument | had been reaching for, took one that would cut the dura, cut it and turned
it back.

He had not been happy!

God knows what thoughts were passing through that living, functioning brain as| looked down at it.
Thoughts far past any following of mine. Perhaps his thinking had withdrawn from reality in order that
reality could have no influence on the body it inhabited; or perhaps he was conscious and pretending,
behaving like atwo-year-old infant because it was too incredibly difficult to behave just like a
twelve-year-old boy. He probably understood where he was and what was happening and apparently did
not care.

From the central cleft, like wings just beginning to grow, an extra pair of lobes folded back and down
over the surface—lobes like nothing | had ever seen before! They were alive and operating—I had seen
their electrical pattern recorded by the electroencephal ograph, had noticed the odd pattern without
understanding it. The lobes were thinking. The brain was the brain of a different species, one beyond
genius!

| had to decide what to do.

Thetray of instruments was waiting, and on it lay the wire-edged cauterizing knives that were used to
take out atumor.

I had not hesitated long enough for the observers and students around me to wonder why | had
stopped. | don't think any of them remember clearly what they saw or understand it.

| am a surgeon; my habit and training isto remove that which is causing the trouble. | must have moved
rapidly (the observers complimented me afterward on the unusual speed and sureness of the operation), but
to me those moments lasted forever. | can remember the horror, and the thought as | touched it—It knows



what | am doing!
Dawn is beginning to grey the sky, and a bird has let out afew sleepy twitters and dozed off again.
Animals are so happy, jack, so well-adjusted to their environment.

The boy is normal now, the way his parents wanted him to be. He is an average twelve-year-old boy,
not much better nor much worse than the other boys he'll go to school with, talk with, play baseball with.
Hell beal right now, but | can still see the blood and the cut nerves and the strange lobes. And | wish |
could sleep.

COLLISION ORBIT

The mountain men who opened up the frontier in the west weren't settlers, they were trappers,
traders, fighters and gunmen —the men who didn't fit back home. The kind of men who will be
needed on the frontier of space...

I was drowsing when | heard the airlock clanking and banging. Anyone can come into my ship, glance
through the magazines, play the films and select food from the stock without me bothering to wake up until
they're ready to buy something, but this sound was different. By the way they were clanging and cursing
and trying to get the airlock to work, they were strangers. | came wide awake.

Last month'sload of news from Earth had some interesting stories. Four convicts were missing from
New San Quentin. There had been abank robbery three days|later with aredly terrific haul of money
taken. After that the Earth-to-Moon lift ship had taken off with gpparently afull load, but six of the
passengers never reported in on the Moon after the ship landed and were considered to be missing, and
one of them had been found dead on Earth a mile away from take off point.

An hour and ahdf after the Lift ship had landed at Luna, the space ship Phobos, of the Lunato
Phobos-Mars run, took off suddenly without waiting for cargo and vanished into space with only her pilot
and first engineer known to be on board.

The news was amonth old by thetimeit got to me, but it was easy to add those three items up. The
convicts had the ship and were heading for the Asteroid Belt.

Widl, here they were a the Asteroid Bdlt. First stop, Sam's Place. | grinned dightly and unscrewed
two of the knobs on the radio, screwed one back in the wrong place and put the other under the counter.
Then | switched the radio on to Send, in spite of the fact the knob said Receive. They were coming.
Yawning, | swung around on my revolving chair.

"Careful with the airlock. Air's not free around here."

They crowded in, four figures muffled in heavy spacesuits with green globes concealing their heads.

"Don't move, Mister." Two guns were suddenly pointed at my middle.

"Good evening, Gentlemen,” | said amiably. "l was expecting you would drop in. What can | sl you?'

"You didn't expect us, Fatty," said onetaking off hishelmet and showing ayoung haggard face that
needed ashave. He snickered nervoudy, put out his hand and was given agun by one who reached up
and began taking off his own helmet. The young one was nervous but not stupid, for with the gun pointing
Steadily at me he moved quickly to one sde asfar as he could get. He leaned against the front wall to
cover me from the opposite direction of the other gun holder. Whatever ideas I'd had about maneuvering
onein front of the other and grabbing agun van-ished right then.

"Shove that funny-talk, Mister," said the other, ahusky with atiff crewcut. "We're not buying
anything, weretaking this place over.”

The other two had their helmets off now. There was a big thoughtful looking one who went over to
look at the supplies, and alean one who went off looking for the can. They al looked haggard, underfed
and tired. Probably they were haggard from having trouble holding down their food. Spaces ckness gets
practically anyone the first months out.

The big one wandered into the stacks of supplies and began opening cartons and nibbling anything
edible.

That made me mad, but | didn't say anything, just got up and looked to see what he was opening,



and amost got shot as the young gunman's hand jerked nervoudly at my motion.

"Sit down and turn off those neon Sgns and radio beams. Weve got to get moving.”

"Yeah," sad the husky, asif surprised that he'd think of it. "Turn ‘em off."

There was abig neon sign wrapped around my ship, saying, SAM'S. | flipped a couple of switches,
and it went off for thefirst timein along time. There was dso aset of swinging radio beamslike
lighthouse beams which said " Sam's Merchandisg’ in my voice. It was asound that spacemen could
home in on when they ran out of food or something broke and they needed a spare part. | flipped
another switch and that went off too for thefirst time since I'd set it up. A ot of men depended on that
radio beam.

But | didn't expect it would stay off long.

The radio was humming quietly at "Rec." asif waiting for incoming calls, but what it was doing was
broadcasting every-thing that was said inside the store. It wasn't beamed at anyone, so the signal was
weak, but anyone who wanted to know why my homing beams had gone off could find out by turning to my
frequency and listening.

Fergason's place was on my orbit, somewhere close ahead. If he noticed me going by, he'd wonder
why | didn't stop to ddliver the mail and the groceries.

All I had to do wasto stay dive for awhile, or make surethey killed mein acertain way.

"Man the controls, Mister," said the husky one. "Take us out of here before someone comesto see
why thelightswent off."

"Any direction," added the big man who was chewing at the supplies. He had an easy deep drawl.
"WEell tdl you later whereto go."

The fourth man came out of the can and laughed at that, bringing clear theideathat | wasn't going to
be around long.

Abruptly | redized | had made abad mistake. "Wait aminute,” | said, letting myself sound Startled.
"I'm not wearing my coverdl.” | waswearing jockey shorts, nothing else, and | figured that they'd think |
was modest. | spotted the coverdl lying across a case of agin butter and reached for it. "Mind?"

The husky with the gun waved it a me, " Get those jets going,” he snarled. " Step stdling around.”

"Let him put his pantson,” smiled the big one, coming forward again with an open magazinein his
hand. "No reason for anyone to be closer than athousand miles, people spread thin in space. They won't
al arrive herefor apicnic before he gets dressed.”

| didn't wait for the gunman's nod, just took a chance and grabbed the coveral to put it on. They did
not object again, apparently taking the big one's say asthefina word.

The coverdl dipped silkily over bare feet and legs, pulled up and zipped tight to cover body, ams
and hands comfortably in thin, flexible, silky fabric, with afancy looking collar, high behind the neck, low
and open in front, and held in shape by the edge being alight metal ring, with another light meta ring and
alittlemirror-like limp plastic hanging down the back attached from the collar, like the space suitish
touches that were the style in men and women's coats on Earth.

Themateria hasamixture of dow and fast dadtic threads so thet it fitted like askin, but gave easily
with every motion, and it was painted with a coating of duminum, so that it shonelike aflexiblemirror.

It was an intensdly practica outfit, used by dmost everyonein the Belt. The rest of mankind didn't
have anything likeit. Give an amateur necessity and not much materia to work with and he can out-invent
any hired expert.

But it looked usdless, ornamenta and gaudy, and | did not cut much of afigureinit. Lots of people
get fat around the waistline in space. Something to do with not enough exercisefor the legs. No placeto
walk to.

| looked likeI'd just put on acoat of aluminum paint and afancy collar, and knew it. There were
saresand grins.

L et them laugh now.

"Look at that, asilver plated man."

"lsn't he purty."

"Look at those muscles bulge. Or are they muscles?”

I clenched my teeth together, climbed into the pilot's chair and pushed the steering rod forward



cautiously until | could fedl the jets beginning to thrust.

The big one, the one who was probably the brains of the outfit, came forward and leaned over my
shoulder watching what | was doing. He chewed crackers noisily beside my ear and turned the pages of a
magazine. "We're well stocked back there. Enough food and entertainment for a year."

"It'sall dueto customers,” | said. "Two months worth, per person, to be ddivered here and there." |
was bearing down on an irregularly shaped lump of rock on the screen that was probably Fergason's
camouflaged place. It turned red on the screen, mean-ing | was on acollision course. | couldn't tell that it
was Ferga-son's without having the radio open to hissignd, but if that was his place, probably al his
adarm bellswereringing ingde, and he was screeching into his mike, trying to warn me to change course.

| moved the control rod a notch sdewaysto avoid it, and the screen turned it white again, showing it
was no longer adanger.

"How about putting on some more speed,” drawled the thinker. He was used to having people take
hisadvice, it showed in hisvoice.

"Don't want to shift the cargo, might break the eggs,” | pushed the rod forward a notch more, and
with the extrafraction of agee acceleration theinertia pull toward the rear grew noticegble, and
everyone stood danted as though the floor weretilting back.

"Eggs." They dl laughed nervoudly. | could tell from the sound they till weren't used to spacetrave,
and thetilting floor had them queasy again.

"Yeah, eggs,” | sadirritably. "It took mefifteen hundred dollarsto have them ship abox of fertilized
egos and hatching chicks out here. That'sinvestment enough to make sure there are eggs for the store.”

"Y ou kidding?" asked the young gunholder and laughed. "Where's the chickens?'

"Some of the boystook on thejob of raising them. If you boyswill tell me your specidties, safe
cracking or wha—I'll tell you what kind of job you'l fit."

For an ingtant there was an angry surprised silence, then the nervous gunboy with asmile that was
half asnarl, walked over behind me and clunked me on the side of the head with his gun, not hard, just
enough to hurt alittle asawarning.

"Look, Fatty, we aren't here to apply for ajob."

"You'll be working anyhow," | said.

The blow that hit my head that time crossed my eyes for aminute. The young gunman's voice was
pitched almost to afasetto with irritation. "We don't need any work. We've got nine hundred thousand to
hide out with until it cools, and we ain't going to spend it buying eggs!”

The husky made areproving noise, and the gunboy turned on him defensively and barked, "Why not
tell him? Hewon't tell anybody anything, after now."

| had not expected them to keep me around their hideout for a pet after they took the store back to
the stolen spaceship, but this sounded like | was closer to getting abullet in the back of the head than |
expected.

"Wewon't need him for apilot much longer,” the Brains of the gang said camly, still looking over my
shoulder. He had not made a sound of objection when the kid clunked me. "Theway | see him working
thisrig, you just push that stick forward to go, Sdewaysto turn and harder to go fagter. If you're going to
hit anything the screen turnsit red and you steer around. Simple. | can handle the piloting myself."

| hadn't expected him to catch on to the way the controls worked. Suddenly they didn't have any use
for me, and no reason to keep me dive. | had to give them areason, and fast.

| turned and grinned. "Y ou'd better try another tack, boys, or you're likely to find yourselveskicking
in gpace with your space-suits off.” | should have planted the idea sooner. Thislate, talking big might set
off those dready tightened triggers.

Nobody pulled any triggers, they were a cool bunch.

"Find out what he means," said The Brains. He did camly into the control seet asthe others yanked
me out, and rested his hand lightly on the control rod. "Maybe he wasn't kidding when he said he
expected us."

They dragged me upright, and Husky swung ablow to my wind. It didn't penetrate. | keep fit. He
looked surprised when | didn't double up. "Blubber,” he growled uncertainly, rubbing hisfist. "You got a



trap for us? Tak quick.” He rubbed his knuckles and looked a my nose.

| value my nose. "No trap. There are better ways of approach-ing the Belt than you boys are using.
Thewoods are full of fugitives. I'll give any of them a stake and start and a placeto live where no one
knows the orbit but the guy who ddlivers supplies, that'sme. But if you try anything d<e...."

He grunted something and swung, and | barely moved my nose out of the way before getting afistin
the face. The second swing connected and made my nose athrobbing radiating ache in my face. Thetwo
men at my arms hung on while | tried to pull loose and get at the husky, and we thrashed around the
room for afew moments until | cooled off and they brought me back stand-ing facing him.

He was getting impatient, hefting apistol by itsbarrel like ashort club. He glanced from it to my face.

"Spit it out!"

Behind me a the controls came the Brains smooth drawl. "He was probably running usinto atrap.
I've changed course.”

"Brother," | said, breathing through my mouth. "If you do anything to me—" While | wastaking they
let me turn to the Brains, and he swung around to look at me. | kept talking.

"If you do anything to me, you are running yoursdlf into atrap. I've got friends. Around here, when
people get obnoxiousthey arelikdly to find themselves suffed dive into a garbage chute and the lever
pulled for them to go fight space, if they like making trouble! It's an interesting way to die, and it doesn't
leaveamark.”

During that speech the Brainsand | were staring into each other eyes. | jerked my head Sidewaysto
indicate the garbage chute when | mentioned it and his glance flicked over to see where it was, and then
locked with mine again until | finished talking. Then he spoke coldly.

"You've named it, Buster."

He looked at the others. " Stuff this bag of wind down the garbage chute. And make sure he's
conscious.”

It took all three of them some fifteen minutesto do it. | was careful to keep the fight away from the
supplies so as not to break anything, but otherwise | gave agood Br'er Rabbit imitation of aman fighting
to stay away from death. Their faces were the only part that stuck out of their spacesuits, but | bent
Gunboy's nose, dmost closed both of Number Four's eyes, and made agood try at yanking off apart of
Husky's |eft ear.

| don't like being called Fatty.

They got mad enough to have shot me, but they had aready put their guns awvay to make surel'd be
aliveto appreciate what was going to happen to me.

For one lucky moment in the scramble | had al three of them tripped and down, and had a knee on
Gunboy's back, fishing in his spacesuit leg pocket for his gun. Then somebody kicked mein thegroin. |
lost track of what was happening and just tried to breathe. When | came back to noticing anything they
were busy stuffing meinto the garbage chute, putting muscle into straight-ening me out from my curled up
crouch, and making laughing cracks about it being atight fit.

| clawed to get out and tried to choke down afew more deep breaths, but | was till too weak for
my arm-waving to bother them.

They pushed my head down with thelid, clanged thelid on and locked it into place. It cut off the
sound of their laughing to adistant murmur.

Then someone must have found and pulled the disposal lever.

The bottom of the chute opened. Air pressure fired me out into space like a human cannonbd| from a
circus cannon.

For amoment, | flung end over end, the multicolored lights of the milky way, and the intermittent
harsh burning glare of the sun flashed into my naked eyes, then | shut my eyestightly, while the pressure
of air bulged my chest out and whooshed out my mouth, pushing it open like a soft expanding pillow.

| clenched my eyes moretightly closed. | wasn't going to explode like the charactersin viso stories,
pressure drop was not enough for that, because | never kept more than three pounds pressurein the
store atmosphere anyhow. A pressure drop like that can't kill, but it might rupture the blood vessalsin my



eyes.

Like amousetrap the ring that hung down from the back of my collar swung up on ahinge, bringing a
collapsed balloon of mirror coated plastic over my head and swung down past my face, nearly taking off
thetip of my battered nose. Asit clanked into place over the collar ring, suddenly the air pushing out of
my lungsfilled the soft plastic bag and it expanded with a pop into ahelmet globe, darkly transparent
from theinsde, mirrorcoated on the outside to reflect most of the sun's destructive glare.

| was protected by an emergency spacesuit. From the outside now | looked like a solid silver figure
with around silver sphere instead of a head.

The mousetrap spring on the helmet globe was set to dangle down the back, and its catch was
supposed to hold it back there until a sudden pressure drop expanded atiny balloon under the catch and
dipped the soring free.

I'd tested them in space before distributing them, but thiswas the first time my coverall had been
tested with meinit, and | found mysdf considerably surprised and grateful that it really worked.

There wasn't much air in the emergency headglobe with me. | should have been breathing heavily up
to the last minute to store oxygen in my blood, but the kick had stopped that. There was barely enough
breath to pray with.

I had to be lucky twice. My second guess had to be right too.

It was.

Just about thetime | could no longer tell the sun from the spinning bursts of white light in my head
Fergason's scooter showed up adong sdewith itsjetstrailing blue light and his anxious face peered out.

After that | was out of the fight.

For three hours the store went on, picking up more and more quiet little scooters asthe settlers
trailed after the interesting conversation being broadcast by my radio. They followed close-ly, but dways
alittle to one side, so none of them ever went on "collision” course and rang an darm in the store control
board. They were quiet and inconspicuous, listening on their radios with greeat interest to the talk of nine
hundred thousand dollars, and to the fugitivestalk of hiding out with the suppliesin the store,

It was not until my stolen ship came to amesting place where floated the huge shiny expensive
Phobos, the ship they had taken from the commercid line, not until the convicts began coming out the
airlock to go back to the Phobos—not until then did the scooters closein.

The settlers brought my store hack to me, itsthin walls plugged full of holes, and patched, and
brought back one survi-vor, Mister Brains. He must have needed brainsto survive, since the settlers had
probably been over-enthusiastic in the capture. | did not ask what became of the other five convicts or
the kidnap-ped pilot and first engineer of the Phobos. | believe in being tactful.

| took the survivor's fingerprints, and gave him a stake of supplies and a spinhouse to grow
vegetablesin until he decided what kind of work he could do.

We cdlled aconference of al settlers over the radio to decide what to do with theloot, and on vote,
divided up the nine hundred thousand among us as a pendty to the Brainsfor not using hisbrains, barging
in and making arow, when he could have found out on Earth how to be smuggled out here quietly on the
regular run. He had a vote too, and voted againgt it, hut it didn't do him much good. We're ademocracy,
and one vote doesn't go far. Nine hundred thousand divided fifty waysis pinmoney, compared to the
prices of things out here anyhow. Frontiers ways get bad inflation.

| sent the new one's fingerprints down to my strongbox in abank on Earth. Everyone's fingerprints
arein there, and everyone knows that anytime | disappear suddenly the box will be opened and the prints
handed to the police. But | don't blackmail them, and they trust me to keep that box closed, because my
printsarein theretoo.

It just makes everyone very careful of my health, so that they are inclined to resent outsiders trying to
kill me.

That'swhy | can leave the airlock open for anyone to walk in. | know when I'm safe.



The parts of the Phobos are coming in very handy for building. We'll have a city here yet.

THEFITTEST

Man's adaptability is obviously a major factor in his survival as a species...but there are other
vital qualities.. . .

Among the effects of Terry Shay was found a faded snap-shot. It isascene of desolation, a
wasteland of sand and rock made vague by blowing dust, and to one side huddle some dim figures. They
might be Eskimos with their hoods pulled close, or they might be small brown bears.

It isthe only record |eft of the great event, the event which came into the hands of Terry Shay.

Likeal great eventsit started with trivial things.

A tiny item in the Agriculture budget caught the hawklike eye of asenator. He stood up. "Item:
$1,200 over estimate for automatic controls of space missile; see gppropriation estimate 108,
Department of Wastelands, Reclamation; ecology, cultura viability liaison to UNESCO and F.A.O. of
U.N." Helooked up, smiling adeadly smile. "I don't understand much of this gobble-degook, but I know
what the word space means. Will somebody please explain to me what qudifies the Department of
Agricul-ture to waste our money shooting off rocketsinto space?’

A Department of Agriculture man arose, riffled through folders and read aoud the statement of the
director who had requested the rocket. This caused further difficulties, for the language was technical,
and nobody understood it. On the second reading they managed to catch the word Venus.

Venus Headlinesin eight chains of papers carried the sena-tor's unkind request that the committee of
investigation include a psychiatrist. The ninth chain showed the initiative of amore aert reporter by
carrying an interview with the director of the Depart-ment of Wasteland Reclamation.

It was asmall, elaborate rocket, no more than twenty feet long. Doctor of Botany Ernest P. Crofts
was somewhat impatient of laymen but he showed it to the reporter proudly, gesturing at it with a test
tube of some odd greenish stuff in his hand. When asked what was in the tube he became indignant.

"But | told you already. Haven't you read any of my articlesin the Journa of Paleontology? Or
Jabson's|ettersin the Survey of Botanica Sciences?...NO?Well you must at least have heard of the
new Smith-Ellington theory of atmospheric dynamics—No? My stars! What do people read? Doesn't
anyone follow the debates? What do they think the rocket isfor?"

The reporter informed him that they did not know whét the rocket was for, and Crofts pulled himself
together to explain.

There had been along curiosity and debate among pal eontol-ogists and astronomers because
spectroscopes had shown that the atmosphere of Venus was carbon dioxide, proving that there was no
plant life on Venus, for plants convert carbon dioxide to oxygen. Venuswas adesart. Yet it was
supposed to be the sister planet of Earth, and the point of strangenessin the comparison was not the
srangeness of Venus, for its atmosphere was chemi-caly logica—it was the strangeness of Earth. Why
did the Earth have air of free breathable oxygen? Why was there so much water? Could plants alone
have worked the change?

Doctor Crofts believed that microorganisms and plants aone had changed Earth, and he was ready
to prove hisbelief by sending amissileto Venus and spraying it with a collection of molds and dimesand
lichens specialy bred to the old conditions. If histest worked, then some day, when space linerswere
available for inexpensive migration to Venus, that dry poisonous place would be green and moist with
plants, and the air sweet and fit to breathe.

Congress cared little for paeontology, but it could see the advantage of transforming amillion acres
of wasteland into good salable real estate. The bill passed.

Venuswas dowly approaching its nearest point to Earth, and the finishing touches were being put on



the rocket's load of seeds.

Terry Shay was the top reporter of the Humanist Party and he was always ready to catch the
government in some bureaucratic injustice or inhumanity. Even high officials of the government, who
usually had hard words for ignorant prying busybodies, feared and respected the face of Terry Shay on
television.

For acrusader it is hard to distinguish between genuine concern for the welfare of the people, and the
need to make the readers read and the circulation grow, and perhaps Terry Shay was beginning to forget
that there was a difference.

When the |l etter came he opened it and then sat for awhile holding it in his hands and thinking of
circulation figures and therich white light of publicity.

The letter wasfromthe A.S.P.C.A., and it pointed out that VVenus might possibly have animd life
adapted to its own condi-tions, and to change those conditions could therefore come under the heading
of cruelty and dow torture and murder of animals.

Heread it over and laughed. "Wow."

"What isit?' asked Patty, his secretary.

"The American Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals and the British Humane Society
want to take out an injunction against the V enus seed rocket. They want meto help.” Helaughed again.

Shewas puzzled. "But what have they againgt the Venus rocket? What harm could it do any anima?"

He explained, grinning. "There might be natives on Venus." She was startled by the idea but till
puzzled.

"On Venus. How could they breathe? What would they eat? That's not very likdly, isit, Terry?'

He grinned more widely. "No, but nobody has been there to see. There is areasonable doubt,
enough to rock those bureau-crats back on their heels with an injunction. They should have thought of the
possibility. They should be more careful of who their damned lumbering machineislikely to run over.”

He got his publicity. There was agreat quarrel among experts, overflowing onto the radio, television,
and al the public papers. While they were arguing, the injunction went through, restraining Dr. Crofts
from sending the seeds....

Patty's motives are not known. They may have included some dream of a desert being grown over
by trumpet vines and lilac hushes and birds and running streams. She may have been angry with Terry for
some reason of her own.

He camein from aradio speech and found a clipping on his desk. It stated that Anton Gottlieb had
finished anew space-ship to add to the fleet of five now prospecting the asteroid belt. Gottlieb stated that
the new design was so economical of weight that it was theoreticaly capable even of landing and taking
off again from amedium-sized planet without refuel-ing. Under the clipping was anote from Petty.

"Why don't you go to Venus and seefor yoursdf?' the note said. "Think of the publicity!" Itis
impossible to say what would have been the tone of her voiceif she had said it, but it sounded likea
dare.

The next night he went on television to tell the world that he was going to Venus.

The country was interested; they had argued enough, now they wanted an answer. They passed the
hat to raise the fortune that was needed to buy the spaceship for him, and they placed side betswith each
other on what he would find on Venus.

While the collection of money went on, Terry turned up at the proving grounds to consult the designer.

"Why not?' said Gottlieb, spreading his hands and shrug-ging. "If crazy people want to go to Venus,
| will convert the ship for Venus. It will only need alittle changein fins, there, and astronger tripod, there,
30, and—" He paused and considered the spaceship meditatively, alight of speculation growingin his
eyes.

"This search, it will make the test more dangerous, yes?'

v

"Y ou land, maybe, and take off again?' He was growing excited with someidea of hisown.

"y es"

"Good! Then | will go with you." He beamed.

Terry considered having "Papa’ Gottlieb as a companion and stifled a grin. "But what of your
responsibilities, Mr. Gottlieb?"



Gottlieb looked harassed. "That's what Minna says. Always she wants me to stay on the ground.
Always she says, think of the children—I think of the children, their father adesigner who has not the
faith to test hisown ships! No, thistimel go!”

In the archives of the newspapers of the time one can find photos of the Department of Agriculture
man nervously shaking hands with the two before the takeoff and wishing them well in a stilted memorized
speech. In most of the photographs, Dr. Crofts and Anton Gustav Gottlieb seem embarrassed by the
cameraand crowds, and Terry Shay is smiling and eager to go, but in one picture Terry Shay has already
climbed into the ship and Dr. Croftsis handing Gottlieb a symbolic going-away present. It is a package of
morning glory seeds, the caption says, and they are both smiling wryly.

After they had been through the first acceleration and picked up extrafue at the moon, Gottlieb took
timefor Terry'sinstruc-tions. Gottlieb was of the opinion that non-engineers were back-ward children
and hdfwits, but he kept to histask, sometimes despairing but dwaysinexhaudtibly patient, and
succeeded in drilling Terry in the care and handling of spaceships and giving him some rudiments of
navigation. Terry cameto know "Papa’

Gottlieb very well, and tried to turn the tables on him by discuss-ing politics. Gottlieb usually evaded the
subject with agood natured "Ach!"

Once he said, "Did | ever tell you | did not like people?

"No." Terry smiled; the statement was ludicrous. Gottlieb obvioudy liked everybody.

"| don't like people. They are very bad," said Gottlieb soberly. "I wasin five concentration camps.
They weredl dike." He touched the scars on his neck. "What good is palitics, Terry?"

When Terry began trying to explain, Gottlieb interrupted with an interminable story about the baby
sayings of hisyoung-est daughter, and pulled out hiswallet to show him her picture. He carried pictures
of dl his children and was dways ready to talk about them, but thistime it cameto Terry that the
round-faced little engineer had ddliberately changed the subject, so heleft it at that.

Venuswas coming very close, agreat dark globe showing anarrow ribbon of sunlight around one
gde

"Maybethereislife" Gottlieb said. Terry was not prepared for what came next. "What puzzlesmeis
why you want to save these Venusians. Why do you want to, Terry?"

Thefull ruthlessimplications of that sank in dowly. Terry turned from the viewplate with afeding of
shock. "If | dont, they will die," he pointed out carefully, asif to achild.

The chubby engineer laughed. "If the amoebas had worried abut that, we would still be amoebas. Only

the fittest should survive. Differential breeding. How else can we have a better race, eh? Progressis built
on death.”

"Youtdk likeafascigt,” Terry said with disgust, as he would have said that Anton Gustav Gottlieb
had leprosy. Thelittle engineer merely looked a him soberly and picked up a book.

Terry mastered himsalf and thereafter avoided politica top-ics and the subject of saving Venusians,
painfully aware of the danger of making thetrip intolerable with quarrels.

Dusty wind, rocks, high-piled flowing dust dunes, weirdly scoured mountains, black vitreous
chimneys of forgotten vol-canoes, sudden torrentia rainsthat condensed in the sirato-sphere and fell as
mud, collecting dust from the atmosphere, and dried asit fell, and spattered against the ground asrains of
small dry pellets, heavier mud rainsthat reached the ground and scoured gulliesin the dust, and filled the
gullieswith hardening clay that was covered again by dust in one sweep of thewind, and over it dl, hedt,
adry constant heat of 200 degrees, and adim constant light that faded at night to a hot starless darkness.

It seemed to be a planet without life and without hope of life. They flew a probe over theweirdly
beautiful sterilelandscape, mided by swirls of motion that enlarged in the probe'stelefoto lensesto a
closeup of spinning whirls of wind and dust. Flashes of sunlight briefly followed the rains down from the
sky before the dust closed in again.

"Thereis not enough radiation unbalance to support plants, and so there is no plant life to support
animas" said Gattlieb. "Give up, Terry and go home."



Terry had been reading basic ecology. " There are other energy unbalances. How about hot springs
and volcanos?'

They refitted the probe with sonar and magnometer and a Backster life detector and sent it out
probing and sounding adong likely stone ridges. They watched the viewscreens from the probe until their
eyes blurred and their tempers wore thin. At the end of two days they found a hollow section in awater
bearing ridge that was cooler and issued water vapor from crevices. They settled the probe near it and
saw the opening of acave. The Backster meter began to register awave pattern. A sudden blip inthe
wave pattern rang itsalarm. Life.

They moved the ship to follow the probe, settled its tripod down on adope, put on cooling suits and
arhemets and went out. The wind buffeted them with gusts of dust and fine sand, and then quieted as
they entered the crevice. Insde, fine sand had drifted to make alevel floor pocked with footprintslike
small bare feet. Asthey walked in deeper they startled a group of round furry creatures the size of pups,
who fled before them, leaving a deserted pile of sand tools and unfinished sand castles.

Gottlieb laughed. "'l fed like | am at the beach among the kindern. | am too happy, Terry. The
grownups are smiling a me, now, but | see no one. Am | drunk?Isit too much oxygen in the helmet?'

"| fed it too," Terry said. Not telepathy, Backster effect, cdll to call. They must beredly friendly.
They can't fakeit."

They turned on their hdmet lights and dimmed them, to not hurt the eyes of the people who were
ahead, out of sight.

They walked on through tunnels stooping under low cellings, listening to distant squesks. "They are
trying to help uswith their sounds," Gottlieb said, stooping under alow ceiling. " So they see by sound,
but their children, their cubs had eyes aso, so they use two ways of seeing and we use one.”

"I want to seethem. | likethem." Terry straightened and hit his helmet with a clang, and laughed and
crouched again, and felt them share his laugh and fear the clang as aflash of white light. They werelike
hisfamily, al sharing the work over Chrissmas dinner. He remembered thefeding. "They can't cometo
us. They'reworking."

"Likereatives, thought-sharing with one another,” Gottlieh muttered. "Useful,” then again, "Good!" as
he passed an intersec-tion of tunnelswith bracing that showed a keen understanding of structural
principles. Thework was donein stone.

Presently the two Earthmen came upon them working in the depth of the mine, channdling and
conserving afaint trickle of water. The leader-one stopped work for amoment to come forward and
greet them. Hisfur was not exactly fur, but some-thing more like brown velvet, but otherwise he was
very likeasmal brown bear. He looked at them with intelligent, interested brown eyes, and after
hesitating amoment took their extended hands and shook them, and returned to work. They fell to and
helped.

"Evolved from awater-digging anima," said Gottlieb. " Prob-ably awater-fueled metabolism. Carbon
from the air and energy from the temperature differential of evaporation. Thisarisdry.”

He paused, holding aflat dab of rock. The leader-one spoke afew words of precise direction,
interested by the clumsiness of the Strangers.

"I beg your pardon,” Goittlieb said gently, smiling. "I don't understand you, Mr. Teddy Bear." The
native made agesture of gpology and pointed. Gottlieb placed the dab carefully whereindicated. "They
have alanguage," he said, "Tool." It showed that the telepathy needed some supplement. It was as vague
to the community of bears asit was to the Earthmen. Terry and Gottlieb worked on for awhile, and then
sat down and leaned againgt awall to relax, with their lights off. They could hear the natives working
steadily, tapping and grinding, and sometimes lighting the dark for themsal ves with a supersonic beep.

"WEe'll have to go back for more oxygen cylinders soon," Terry said.

"Yes" said Gottlieb.

They walked back up the long corridorsto the outside and the ship. "Just like brown bears," Terry
sad warmly. "l awayslike those brown bears that mooch candy and popcorn in the parks. I'd like to
take some of these back and introduce them around to the guys.”

"Oxygen would be death to them," warned Gottlieb. "They need technology and spacesuits. Their



scienceis backward be-cause of the rock, not because of too little thinking. What useiis thinking without
fire, wood, or hard metal? What can intelligence do with nothing to work with but rock? One needs tools!"

"Let'stake them some," said Terry. "Thisis one native minority in history that is going to get afair
break."

Thefirst trip, they took with them a double armload of empty plastic cartons for the nativesto use as
water containers. Then Gottlieb stayed behind to watch their use and learn afew words of their language,
his face beaming and excited behind hisface-plates. Terry returned on the second trip with Gottlieb's tool
kit and some plastic wall plates from the storeroom bulkhead. "It's cooling,” he reported. " Pretty soon we
can sart.”

The leader-native began to understand vaguely that the blow-torch was some sort of atool. He
touched and lifted the oddly shaped, beautifully worked objects which was so strangely not stone and not
dust, and not gold, and he hooted at it super-sonically to seeit better, then looked up skeptically at the
Earthmen. It could not be atoal. It was not awedge, and not a hammer, but he hoped with great
yearning that it would be atool.

Amused, Terry watched his play of expressions. "Let's show him," he suggested.

They decided to build a cistern, with piped water.

Water dripped with tinkles and splashed into the inadequate rock of the natives storage pool. Before
turning the blowtorch on, Gottlieb warned the natives away with agesture " Different metabolisn—heat
radiation might be very dangerous to them; they have no sunlight and no fire, nothing.”

The cluster of smdl brown bearsfelt his anxiety and obedi-ently trotted off up the corridor to asafe
distance, while the two Earthmen set to work in their heavy spacesuitsto build an airtight cistern.

When they had finished the natives came and |ooked, and then asif by prearrangement drew off up
the corridor again, leaving two behind.

One of the two who was left tugged at the blowtorch in Gottlieb's hand, looking up earnestly at his
face.

"He wants meto show him how to useit,” Gottlieb said, till worried.

"Go ahead," Terry said, amused. "He knows what he's doing."

The volunteer's motion seemed unsteady, but he mimicked Gottlieh's demondgiration efficiently
enough. The engineer hand-ed him the blowtorch and showed him how to turn it on. The other native
stood to one side making a steady supersonic note, and watching.

The volunteer turned on the blowtorch without clumsiness, startled as the thin blue flame tongued out,
skillfully smoothed the rough unfinished plastic corner, then died and fell into the storage pool. They dl felt
him die.

The blowtorch clanged down and flared on the floor, and Gottlieb reached it and turned it off before
it did any more damage.

The group of friendly, sober little bears came forward again. First therewasthe
next-most-expendable, who had stood close to the experiment and beeped to give aside lighting of
sound to what happened and measure the range of the deadly effect by being close. Then there camethe
main group which had stood around the bend of a corridor and watched by the distorted reflection of
sound, and last there was the leader who had gone some distance away up a side corridor, out of reach
of any possible danger. Thelogica pattern of the arrangement was clear.

It was rather horribleto Terry, for he understood how ready they had been for one of them to diefor
the sake of anew tool.

They were thumping the chest of the one who had stood close, and gabbling questions at him.
Gottlieb and Terry drew together, watching silently.

"Why do they have to be so damned cheerful about it?' Terry demanded.

Gottlieb was cam. "It isagood desth, dying for the future. They must have hoped they could usethe
blowtorch. They know they need tools. He would not have had such achance usudly.”

"A chanceto bekilled, you mean?' Terry asked sarcagtically, watching as two teddy bears picked
the body up from the shallow water of the storage pool and casually carted it away. There was no doubt
that he was dead. Even the two Earthmen had felt the flash of pain that preceded the dark. "Fine
chancel"



"A chanceto be useful," Gottlieb protested, hurt. "Everyone wants to be useful. Perhaps he was sick
and couldn't work, and so they choose him. He seemed weak."

"Chosehim!" Terry felt sck. The whole business began strangely to seem like an extension of his
argument with Gottlieb, with the teddy bears unfairly taking Gottlieb's side. He stepped forward and
gripped the shoulder of the leader, and turned him around spesking directly at the large intelligent eyes.

"You'reasort of adviser to thisbunch. Do you mean to say that you chose two who were sick to be
killed, while you went and hid yoursdves?'

The native's eyes widened in the universal Sgn of puzzle-ment and he let out an involuntary
supersonic beep, unconsciousy trying to make out adim meaning by sonic reflection. Terry fdlt the gulf
of misunderstanding between them. He shook the furry body gently, trying to convey his meaning. "But that
was mur-der," he said. "That was cowardice, sending someone el se to take the danger!"

Gottlieb laid ahand on hisarm. "Please, Terry. You arenot fair to him. Heis asuperior type, with
better genes. He must be careful of himsdlf.”

Terry fdt thefamiliar ragerigng in him and tried to check it with amenta pause, making hismind
blank. In the brief silence came afedling of peace. The natives were going back to work, but they were
disturbed by the disturbance of hisfedings and trying to soothe him as they would soothe a fretful child,
wanting him to fed that everything wasdl right, everything wasdl right, sngle deeths, individua hurts
cannot matter to lifein thelong run, everything was the way it should be—It waslike alullaby, asong of
reassurance and strength, the enfolding protecting arms of time and fate—

"They arehdlish, persuasive,” said Terry. Gottlieb wastugging a hisarm.

"We must go back now and make ready for the return. Come on, Terry."

They went back through the long corridors, leaving their heavy dien footprintsin the fine overtracked
sand, and the children scattered excitedly back from the entrance asthey reached it, then drew in again
to watch them work. After atime the leader and some of the other adults came shyly out of the cavesto
hep.

"Remember what | told you," remongtrated Gottlieb'svoicein Terry's earphones.

"You didn't waste those lessons.” Terry grinned, looking around the storage compartment and
understanding its construc-tion from remembered lessons. He had emptied it of the surplus emergency
equipment, and now he began dismantling afuel compartment, stripping its surplusweight from the
spaceship for the return trip. He unbolted a heavy plate, did it to a hatch door and looked down before
throwing it out.

Therewas nothing in sight but the usud barren drifting sand and the comically foreshortened figure of
Anton Gustav Gottlieb below and to one side, happily pow-wowing with agang of smal, square,
interested teddy bears.

Terry grinned and released the wide metd plate. Asit did from his hands a sudden dusty wind
dewed it in the direction of the group. It looked asif it would fal too close.

"Look out!" he called. The plate diced through the air, turning at an angle directly toward the
leader-native.

"Look out!" Only Gottlieb could hear the call in his ear-phones; only Gottlieb looked up and saw the
whole thing. There was no time for the engineer to do anything. It wastoo late to reach the native.

Very clearly, asin anightmare, Terry saw the foreshortened spacesuited figure step ddliberately into
the path of the plate, and try to catch it with hishands. The sound of impact came clearly, first through his
earphones, then like an echo afractional ingtant later through the air, sound very far away. Terry took a
deep breath and went for afirst aid kit.

As he reached the ground and passed through the ring of natives towardsthe dill figurein the
gpacesuit he could hear Gottlieb whispering something.

Hoping for word of what to do, Terry bent closer, tuning up his earphones, listening.

"Survivd of thefittest—the fittest—the fittest,” whispered Anton Gustav Gottlieb, and died.



Terry touched his shoulder, but there was no sound of breathing, and a swirl of dust came and settled
on the glass of the faceplate.

"Pgpa’ Gottlieb. He had not been very smart in some things. He was agood engineer, but he was not
apsychologist. He had seen some evil things and he had not liked the way life was lived by men on Earth,
he had wanted to have it done better somehow, and he did not care by whom... by men, or by calm,
enduring, intelligent teddy bearswho loved tools like good engineers.

"Y ou damned fool." Terry raised hisface to the dusty sky and tried not to think for awhile.

It was easy. Soothing thoughts came from somewhere...

There were other good people, not many now, but al would be good friends, and soon there would
be more, and more, going with him. Life goes on and spreads and is happy in many bodies behind many
faces Everythingisdl right.

Terry choked and looked around at the concerned ring of small brown bears. They were soothing
him, like aring of aunts and unclesaround at afunerd. He didn't want to be soothed. "Everything is not
al right, dammit.”

They said nothing, but they were contradicting him with their calm strength and certainty of the
future—the long future for mankind among the stars. Furry brown mankind, happy with machines.

The leader-one climbed up onto Gottlieb's chest and peered worriedly into Terry's face with
intelligent eyes. His ears were flattened back to his head to keep out the dust, and he looked almost like
aman.

It would not be difficult to make spaceship'sfor these friendly little people. Dryer, hotter, with a
different air. They like ma-chines, they loved work, and they would not make war.

"Thefittest,” Terry found he was repegting Gottlieb's, last words. "Thefittest." He backed away, and
climbed the ship'sladder.

From a distance the leader |ooked like abrown animal standing on the chest of aman he had killed.

Terry reached into his knapsack and pulled out the packet of morning glory seeds he had brought
along for luck. He tore the packet open and scattered the seedsinto the dusty wind and then got back
ingdethe ship and lifted it for the return trip to Earth. When he got outside into space he broke radio
slence and reported that there was no life on Venus.

The seed rocket passed him on the way, carrying its cargo of molds and spores and germs and
fungus and green seeds, to shape and destroy, and change and creste.

When the people landed, no other life than Earth life was found on Venus. Terry Shay never told.

It iswritten among the greet lost choices. It could have been different. It might have been a
partnership.

But it might not.

THESE TRUTHS

In a world history that seems a record of slaughter, oppres-sion and starvation, the early Greek
and Roman Republics, The Magna Carta, Common law, Parliaments, the Declaration of
Inde-pendence, the Bill of Rights, are social inventions that somehow have held small islands of
freedom and happiness above the blood and mud of dictatorships and kings. As inventions, they
should be spread to other worlds, and species, for several genera-tions before we venture to give
them the doubtful benefits of increased weapons technol ogy.

We hold these truths to be inarguable, that al Englishmen are born with equal rights. Among our
rights are life, property and the security of our homes," wrote the tall young man. Thinking hard, he bore
down on the feather pen. One prong broke at the tip and it dripped ablot on the paper, covering
English.

Hetook out asmall knife and sharpened the goose quill to anew point, rereading what he had
written. "—inarguable?’ Mogt of hisfriends could argue anything or everything. "Rights?' agood word,
but he used that same word twice, dmost in the same sentence. He crossed off thefirgt "rights' and was



left with "that al men are born with equal—" Equa what? Equa punishment under thelaw. The law
should not respect titles or moderate the punishment to the rich. Men understood what injustices they
meant when they growled about equality. Mention common law?

He tore the top off the sheet of paper and started again. "We hold these truths to be sacred and
undeniable, that all men are created equa and independent and from the equal crestion they derive—"
He went back and crossed off Undeniable. They would deny anything. Indesputable? They would
despute anything.

He crossed it off and wrote above the line, remembering the great words of Locke: "We hold these
truthsto be salf evident. That all men are created equal, that they are endowed by their creator with
certain indienablerights, that among these arelife, liberty and the pursuit of happiness. That to secure
these rights governments are founded among men, drawing their just powers from the consent of the
governed. That whenever any form of government shall become destructive to these endsit is the right of
the peopleto dter or abolishit.”

Benjamin Franklin looked over his shoulder. "Pursuit of Happiness? Locke putsit as Therightsto
life, liberty and property.' The pursuit of Happiness doesn't seem as substantia as property.”

"What if | forbade you to pursue happiness?' Jefferson asked patiently. "What possession or
property would you part with more reluctantly that the pursuit of happiness?!

"A good point, Thomas," Franklin conceded, smiling. He read back. "Created equa? Not clear,
Thomeas. You'rea least ahead taler than I."

"Go away," Thomas Jefferson growled, bearing down with his feather pen until the quill tip threatened
to break again.

"The code of honor and the prejudice of armed aristocrats are survival devices. It will be the
same on any planet where armed males govern a conquered and disarmed nation. How can a
strategist get them to put aside honor and accept equality?"

Klee, H.S. Handbook of Democratic Revolutions

The millenium after the Magna Cartawas not celebrated with fireworks.

The planet was smdler and more stony than Earth, but had a moderate season from poleto pole,
with sparse meadow and thick forest, rather chilly in summersand mild in winters.

Stone castles every ten or twenty miles gave the observers some warning of what to expect. They
hovered their spaceships and et down one messenger. Then the Dit ships went elsewherein that solar
system to claim and terraform four uninhabitable planets. Their messenger was left to fend for himsaf with
only strategy and skill.

All the beingsin the throne room werelions. They stood on hind legs and wore fine velvet clothes
and swords, but the wide round eyes, the flat nose with ablack patch over it, the short upper lip and
bristled mustache did not need the thick upper arms and wide pawlike padded handsto proclaim the
race and species, Cat. They chatted with each other in low tones as a petition was read loudly to the
king.

Their tails and ears twitched nervously as the reading of the petition was interrupted by a scream and
roar from the cellar.

Pacing on the dais, the king was a massive figure with shoulders half as wide as his height. Hislong
hair was awavy yellow mane, his eyes were amber yellow and he was dressed in red velvet, pinched in at
the waist to prove he had not yet grown soft in the belly.

Waiting for the reading, he stopped pacing and roared across the courtroom at a guard.

"Tell that torturer that we don't question prisoners on days when the king is giving hearings." The guard
ran.

The king gestured irritably with a big pawlike hand, "Go on with the petition, I'm listening."

Bristling, the group of petitioners stood the length of the courtroom away from the king, their hands
resting on their swords. The oldest among them raised the petition again and resumed reading. The crowd
in the courtroom resumed discreet chatting and gaming with abox game of small balls and wooden sguares,
purring to their silky furred, gorgeously clothed ladies. In spite of the milling crowd awide open lane was
left between the petitioners and the king, through which the black maned petitioner shouted his message.



Hefinished and waited. The lane remained open. The crowd quieted.

Ceremonially the king sat down on histhrone, picked up an ancient and rusty battle ax, held it danting
across his chest, and bellowed across the distance. "I say No."

The nobles paused in their gaming. The petitioners sood bristling with their hands on their swords for
amoment and then the oldest advanced down the aide toward the king, his sword suddenly bare and
glittering. Hisyounger relativesfollowed. They were dl dender with dark manes, obvioudy afamily and
obvioudy determined to kill their ruler. The king's paace guards turned their backs, and stood
motionless.

The king advanced to the edge of the dais and leaned on his heavy ancient ax, hislipscurled ina
Snesr.

Sitting on the back edge of the dais the human observer from the Dit fleet looked at the oncoming
swords and stirred uneasily. He whispered arapid description of the situation, knowing that his earbutton
transceiver was sending it to arelay satellite to be recorded in case he did not return.

The chatting crowd did not seem to notice the threat to the king! Then, throughout the apparently
playful crowd in the courtroom there was a rustling rearrangement of position, and the aideto the king
closed and wasfilled with lion men, resting their hands on their swords, il talking of other thingsto each
other but facing outward toward the advancing hand of petition-ers.

The king bellowed over the heads of his defenders. "Y ou agree then?"

The leader of the black-maned band glared around with asnarl. "1 agree." He sheathed his sword
and dl the younger ones of hisband followed his action. He turned and stalked out, histail twitching, and
his band followed, their hands till resting angrily on the hilts of their swords.

Theyoungest and last of them turned back at the entrance and shouted, "Instead of growing white,
you al grow yelow with age, like peasants.” Then heran.

The human observer, sitting wrapped in his dark cloak, noticed that the nobles of the throne room had
yellow manes like the king, but they looked dark at the roots. Their manes were dyed or bleached to match
the king'slong yellow mane. He understood the insult.

The king turned and leaned the rusty ax back in its place againgt the throne. He glanced at the human
observer stting wrapped in his cloak on the edge of the platform, and asked quietly. "When do you start
giving me orders?'

In the human Messenger's earphones his girlfriend on the spaceship cheered. "Hurray!! Tell the
bastard to stop torturing prisoners. Tell him from now onit's human rights or elsel” Dason, hearing her,
smiled, shewas aterraforming biologist and had the patience to set up evolutionary patterns that would
ripen in athousand years, but she had not patiencein socia engineering; it was not her science.

Shedid not understand that warriors of awarrior culture take no threats. From within the hood of his
cloak hetold theking, "I am only hereto observe. | admire your technique in reaching agreements.”

Theking sat down on histhrone. "Mostly luck. If | could not give my noblesabit of mest for
themselvesin every decision they would not defend me. Someday they will face my way when the
petitioner charges and charge with him. Then my good fellow, | must decidethat | did not mean what
they thought they heard me say, and explain quickly. But | will probably fight and dieingtead. | am very
stubborn. My father died defending afoolish decison.”

Helooked over to the human in the dark cloak. "We have both been too polite. When do you start
giving memy orders?'

The human rose, atal dark figure shapelessin hiscloak. "I don't give orders, only advice.”

The king stared from round ydllow eyes, and grinned, show-ing sharp fangs. "Advice like my advice
to the Clan Rudont just now. Come now, dear fellow. | know you wish to preserve my vanity, but snce
the moment your fleet hovered over my paace and you came down out of it without even condescending
to wear weapons, | have been conquered. | know that." He held his relaxed pose on the throne, broad
fingersand round eyes for amoment stared too intently.



Without looking awvay he made a gesture across the crowded throne room with a big padded hand.
"Everyone here knows | am conquered. News has spread from the fiefs of my nobles. Even peasants
know it throughout the entire kingdom. They know you are here to give me orders from your king. Why
not come out of that mysterious dark cape?"

The Messenger stepped before the throne and ceremonious-ly, with awide swing of hisarm,
stripped off hisdark cape and flung it on the floor. He had spent several weeks observing the customs
and actions of the natives. He had painted adark patch over his nose, and lined the trace of acleft lip,
but he could not add atail.

Some conversation in the court stopped with a hiss. Others turned to see what had caused the silence
and let out aslower and harsher hiss of surprise as they saw the shape which had been hidden by the cloak.

With al eyes on him, the Messenger knelt before the throne and offered the king his sword, holding the
blade and offering the handle.

"Fate's hand, but you are skinny and ugly,” said the king in low tones. "Do you know what you are
doing?'

The Messenger mumbled. "1'm offering fedty and swearing loydty to you, because | like you. Y our
people should not think you are conquered. Take the damned sword.”

Theking stood and with akingly gesture took the sword by the hilt. "Rise, friend," the king bellowed.
The Messenger rose and the king gave him back his sword.

All noblesin the court roared three times while the king embraced the Messenger with hisbig furry
arms. The court roared again and al embraced al. The servants were sent out for wine.

Alcohal isremarkably smilar on dl planets where the plants produce carbohydrates from sunlight. It
was acase of pardld mechanica design. Light fuels burn faster in the body. Dason got drunk on loca
booze, and enjoyed a party with the lions. He was amaster of hand combat, but found the games of the
lions some-what rough, for they outweighed him in what seemed to be solid muscle, even the ladies.
During the party he observed the ways of the servants and observed something that made him thoughtful
the next day.

Theking joined him outside. "Hung over?"

"No, just watching the peasants.” There were husky peasants reaping grain on the hillsides above the
castle. They were wide shouldered and thick armed, with short irregular manes the color of the king'slong
mane. Their shoulders were bare and aline of fur showed down the length of the bare backs. They swung
the long bladed scythes in short impatient strokes, and women followed them, gathering and bundling the cut
graininrolls of brown cloth.

What are you thinking, Messenger?" asked the king, accepting a steaming cup of some wake up gruel
from a servant, looking upward at the fields.

Dason wondered how much to tell him. He was a Messenger of the Sacred Words, and would not
delay, but nobles of castled and fortified feudalisms dways believed fiercely in inherited superiority and
inherited privilege. A noble would diefighting to defend hisfamily'sright to command al “inferiors” A
king would fedl horror and disgust on hearing the words liberty ...equality. Neverthelessthere could be a
way. He tested the response.

"Inmy country, al the peasants have avoice in any decision that gppliesto them.” Dason watched
the king's expression. He saw controlled disgust.

Theking made ahumorousface. "Should | arm them all and try to fit them into the throne room? My
nobleswould kill a peasant they found armed.”

"We arm them dl, and teach them to read, and then write out the decisions, a paper to each man.
Each man marks yes or no and the papers are counted.” To afeuda noble thiswould sound like
consulting the horses, or arming his enemiesto atack him.

The king growled low in histhroat and changed it to acough. He bristled. "I prefer the advice of
honorable nobles such as yoursdf, men from families of honor and power, men with titles and wisdom.”
Helooked sdelong a Dason, hearing his sllence as anger and coughed again. "1 do not want to offend a
man'sreligion. Doesyour king rule many lands?'

"My religion rules many worlds," Dason said, "But we will not force you. | am your friend. | never



give commandsto my friends." He stopped talking, because in the Situation everything he said sounded
like aveiled threat. This man or lion could not be pushed. He smiled and changed the subject. "Nice
westher thismorning.”

Butsey, his girlfriend on the spaceship must have been listening on the spaceship monitor again. She
sad in hisear-phones, "Bah! | thought you were going to read him the rules that time. When areyou
going to get the prisoners out of his cellar? When they're dead?”

"Don't push!" he muttered back to the listener on the space-ship.

The king waved the servant further away and stepped closer. "Friend Dason, there is something I've
been wanting to ask you. Do you mind?"

He shrugged, "Ask."

The king looked up and down the patio for listeners then stood close and lowered hisvoice. "How
did you loseyour tail? Wasit a battle?

Dason had learned to understand prestige, no lowborn ex-planation would make him acceptable as
the king'sfriend. Y et hewould have to imply alack of fighting experience. He selected hisliefor
maximum honor and glory.

"Initiation ceremony," he explained secretively. "Wetrade it for wisdom. Can't be allowed into the
inner secrets of the Messen-gersif you have atail. We must show no pain.”

The king shuddered. "We don't have asociety likethat." Helooked respectfully at hisfriend, the
messenger from space. "But | must admit you know many strange secrets, Dason my friend. Perhgpsasa
friend you will someday tell me avery few secrets, such ashow to build aflying warship.”

"Areyou willing to pay the price?' asked Dason, hiding asmile.

The king clutched histail. "That's not what | meant. | hope the swordsman did not shave too close, my
good friend. Y ou are well ?"

Dason laughed, divining the king'sworried meaning. "They |eft me my other parts. | am ill male. But
let usnot talk of secrets.”

From the interior and depth of the castle there was a artling interruption, ashriek of pain that
ululated down to abellow of rage, and staccato roar that sounded like curses.

The king glanced uneasily toward the open palace door. "L et's take awak away from the noise, and
talk of theways of your kings. | want to understand what they desire from me."

He strode toward the castle wall and the open postern gate with along stride, dmost alope, and
outside turned from the road and bounded down a steep hill, passing surly blond peasants cutting the
deep grass with long scythes. Behind him asquad of five guards detached from the gate and followed to
seethat their king was not attacked. Dason, following, turned down his ear-phones, cutting off Butsey's
pleato "kill the bastards and rescue that prisoner.”

The king paused, looking up at the stonework of the castle leaning out from the hill above, pausing to let
the human catch up. "1 keep the grass cut short to prevent attackers who would creep up on the castle,”
said the king. He was panting.

"Good strategy,” said Dason, seeing a compliment was ex-pected. A closer look at the two peasants
he had passed had verified they both |ooked remarkably like the king and enough alike to be brothers.

The king straddled, one leg bent on the updope, one leg giff on the down dope, kingly in his hedthy
good humor. "Why?Why do you people give away your power to your peasants? | give my peasants no
power. My fathers conquered their fathers." Laugh-ing he swung hisarms. "1 am enjoying the spails. If
they want to be rulerslet them go find a country and conquer it, like my ancestors did."

The adviser grinned, envying his arrogance and turned up his earphonesin timeto hear hisgirlfriend,
probably working in her laboratory at the spaceship, mutter, "Mae chauvinist pig!" in admiring tones.

A peasant girl passed, hobbling under agreat load of hay bundled in ablanket. Her face did not
show.

Theking's eyes followed her. He licked his lips and smiled "Husky lass. She walks with afine swing. |
can have all of that | want."

He turned abruptly and followed the girl, striding uphill.

The human messenger followed and said, "Consider heredity .... Y our father liked women?' He
turned off his earphones, hoping Butsey was not going to listen in on the strategy he was going to use.



The king laughed. "Hewas an ek in an gpple orchard, trying to put histeeth marks on every pretty
gople. Until he married my mother the Queen." He caught up with the girl, grabbbed her arm, carefully
lifted the load of hay from her head, and nuzzled aong the sides of her round neck and pink innocent
face.

"How many children do you think your father got upon peasant girlswhile he was yet ayoung
prince?" The messenger asked. He picked up the bundle of hay and followed as the king pulled the girl
toward the hay drying rick.

Theking laughed. "That cannot be counted. One or two a day, maybe more when the wegther isfine,
| only know from my experience, not his."

He unbuckled his sword belt. "Here, hold my sword. Y ou will stand guard outside for me, my friend.
It would be apity if the country suddenly lost aking because some father came upon ustoo suddenly,
and did not recognize his anointed ruler.”

Dason put down the hay and accepted the sword. " Sir, if your father was busy in these samefiddsin
histime, what are the chancesthat her father isyour haf brother?”

The king planted akiss on the girl's neck and pulled her inside the shade of the hutlike drying racks.
"| can see you are working up some complicated way to spoil my fun. Don't tell me about it until
afterward.” He pulled the laughing girl down under the cool racks of drying grassinto the green darkness.
The Messenger politely walked afew yards away and scanned the hillside for outraged father or
brothers.

One of the thick armed workers scything the hillside below laid aside his long-bladed scythe and started
up the hill toward him. An older one intercepted him with agrip on the arm.

Soon there was a fight going, with the two snarling contestants trading loud, open-handed slaps. There
was no blood where each blow landed, for they kept their claws held back and sheathed within their strong
fingers. One, knocked off balance by a blow, rolled backward and downhill thirty feet, then snarling,
returned to the attack.

The king's guard of five soldiers stood watching from the road. They cheered and laughed, urged the
fight on, chose sides and bet.

Back in the hay rick behind him the Messenger heard mae laughter and female giggling and ahigh
pitched yelp, followed by more giggling and the sound of friendly talk. The king rejoined him, adjusting
rumpled clathing.

"Brush me off behind like agood fellow. I'm green with grass." The king patted and beat at the front of
his clothes, sending leaves and stalks and green seeds of grass down to the ground in acloud. The
Messenger patted and brushed at his back and the fine red velvet dowly recovered its normal brightness.

The girl peeked out of therick at them, very pink in the cheeks, buttoning her tight shirt over her
breasts with confused fingers, pushing buttonsinto the wrong holes.

Theking said, "Would you like aturn at her, my good fellow? I'm sure she would obligeif her king
asked her." He accepted his sword.

"No, thank you," said the Messenger, smiling. "'l would not want to interrupt the possibility of a
miracle. If she had achild by you, she might give birth to your father."

The king finished tightening his sword belt, then he loosened his sword in its sheeth and straddled his
legswidein afighting stance, and stared at the human with alevel and hogtile stare. "1 find your joke
obscene and in bad taste," he said frodtily.

Dason cocked hishead sdewaysin arelaxed and disarming lack of aggression. "Y ou did ask mefor
some secrets, Sr. This secret is closely guarded by al students of blood lines, for it isavery dangerous
truth. Let metell you another secret that may taste better. Imagine two young peasants from different
family meeting boy to girl. They each think their peasant fathers are their true fathers. But though they
have different mothers, you fathered them both. They follow your temperament and take aroll in the next
hay rick. Thegirl can, then in the normal Iapse of time, give birth to yoursdlf or your very twin. When half
brothers and half sisters cross blood lines their male children throw back to the father and are either his
brothers or hisvery sdf born again.”

The king thoughtfully chewed his knuckles. "Y es, one of the breeders of riding elks once tried to explain
the very same thing to me. Cross a champion elk with his own daughter, or his son with his daughter and



the champion appears again and again among the offspring. Does that mean that there are many more of
me?' He felt his features with his hand.

The messenger did not laugh. "How old were you when you first matured and felt an interest in
femdes?’

"Eleven. | was alittle dow," the king said apologetically.

"Let'ssay asalow estimate you fathered ten bastards, that year," said the messenger, building his
point. "Eleven years|ater, growing up, they met each other, found much in common, the boyslike the
girls. In ayear more the second crop of your own blood line is being born, without your help. Of those
five children, one or two will be you again, two or three will be girls, and one or two will be very close
brothers, perhaps resembling your father or grandfather in away. They were born when you were twenty
three years old. These peasant coupleswill have had more children since, each new one coming with a
oneinfour odds of being you. And they were only the second echo of your eeventh year! Y ou have
been busy among the girls every year snce! How many years since you were twenty-two?"

They were climbing ahill that overlooked the castle. It was clearcut aso, and they passed between
two more husky blond men swinging long-bladed scythes, and heard something like agrowl that changed
abruptly to a covering cough. They did not look back.

For along thoughtful time the king did not answer, just climbed rapidly toward the stand of trees at
the crest of the hill. "That was over twenty years ago,” he said findly. "1 gather what you mean isthat the
grandchildren of my eleven year old esca-pades out of my virginity are now twenty yearsold, and severa
of them are my twin, and there are many more of me, but younger. Do they know that they are me?"

"No. They don't have your memories, only your personality,” the Messenger said, panting with the
climb. "They enjoy what you enjoy, grow angry at whatever angers you, and of course, look like you."

At the top of the hill they came to the first giant tree. From its lowest branch dangled a hanged man.

The Messenger stopped and looked at the sturdy blond corpse.
"Note the resemblance. What was his crime?"

The king looked upward at the heavily muscled young man with the reddish blond hair that matched
his, shade for shade. The king was deeply upset. He stared hard, his own hair standing up and out at the
sides, bristling as if confronted by danger.

"His crime was unimportant. One of my nobles mentioned it to me. | think he growled when givena
command by one of his betters.”

"Indeed,” said the human sarcadtically. "Who are his betters, that he should take insults and
commands from them? These nobleswho vigt your court during the decision and petition days? They are
no kin of yours, right?"

"It was a Protkim who accused him. Their family has been friends and guards of my family for along
time." Theking looked away from the corpse, swesat standing out on his forehead. "Isthere away to find
out if that isme?’

"Yes" said the human, "but only with aliving man. Itistoo late."

Theking asked plaintively. "If heis me, where has his soul gone?!

"Perhapsto hell, for daring to insult a Protkim," said the human cultural engineer, knowing the effect
of hiswords. "He must take their orders and insults. He is any man's servant.”

Theking let out a sudden roar of rage. He whipped out his sword, spun and sunk it into atree trunk
behind.

Helet go of the handle and watched the sword quiver and hum, stuck deep into the side of the tree.
" am no man's property.”

"If you were young and trained to be a peasant, and keep your eyes down in the presence of anaoble,
how would it feel to watch aking who looked no better than you walk by wearing the crown and
swvord?'

"I'd grab the crown and put it on my head. 1'd buckle on the sword and kill anyone who tried to take
the crown from me," the king said cheerfully, and grinned and took the sword from the tree trunk without
yanking by bunching his hands on the hilt and walking acircle around the tree.

"If youtried it you would die," said the Messenger. "Tdl mewho it isthat you have groaning and
cursnginyour cdlar?'



"Some traitor who was leading arebellion against me. Heis scheduled to be pulled apart for the
entertainment of the gentry asadtart for this afternoon's tourney. Do you mean that isme, dso?' Theking
turned back down the hill suddenly and bounded down the steeper dope toward the other side of the
cadle.

"Possible," panted the Messenger catching up by dangerous legps. "Has anyone ever said to you that
you looked like a peasant?'

"Yes, | killed him," shouted the king, plugging downhill. "My mother says| look like my grandfather the
conqueror.”

"The peasants|ook like your grandfather,” shouted Dason dowing and faling behind.

Theking stopped so suddenly heraninto him. "Wait," he turned and held the human'sarm. Below
them the dope stegpened to the back of the castle dmost directly below. " Are there so many of us? Give
me anumber.”

"I could draw you adiagram of blood lines. Y our grandfather was like yoursdf roaming the fields
instead of the bedrooms of the court?'

The king nodded, "He would never betray the nobles and his brothersin arms by casting glances at
their wives. My father felt the same way. Besides, long walks adone are better for the blood. I've walked
the entire kingdom, inspected fortifications, looked at the landing beaches, and thought of tacticsto repel
invason, asdid my father and my grandfather.”

"And ingpected the inside of hay ricks with peasant girlsdl over the kingdom?' asked Dason and
whistled. "That upsthe numbers.”

He suddenly remembered Butsey. She would be over her anger at the taking of the peasant girl. He
turned on his earphones again.

She sounded interested. "' Population gatigtics, that's my field. Y ou might be conning him with the truth
brother Dase. Often aristrocrat women do not breed enough to keep the line hedthy. The peasant
women may be multiplying the line of the conqueror. Three generations could breed to ninety per cent.
Autocline, the strong below, the weak above. 1t will turn over in revolution without any help from you,
Dase"

Dason choked and covered his half laugh half surprise.

"I hesitate to ask this, my friend, but what did the natives ook like when your grandfather conquered
this country?"

The king stared, then he coughed a short laugh. "1 don't know. | never thought to ask." The pupils of his
eyes widened in thought.

Dason asked, "What would you be doing if you were an army of peasants?”'

"Practicing rebellion," the king said proudly. "Practicing with weapons, conspiring with the castle
servants, learning the waysin and out of the castle. Preparing an uprising.” He looked back to the distant,
strong, yellow-maned men swinging their long scythe blades. "1 am surprised they let me pass. | an not
going back that way and give them another chance to change kings.”

The king started down the steeper dope toward the castle wall, dipping and diding and grabbing at
weedsto dow hisdide.

"Y ou must tell me how to get out of this mess, my friend, | do not want to kill an army of myself, and of
my grandfather. It would be impious and something like incest, or suicide. Whether | killed them or they
killed me, the whole family would be damned for shedding the blood of our family."

Sliding in atumble of soft dirt and uprooted weeds the king came to the back kitchen gate of the
castlewal and strode in through a squawk and scatter of kitchen birds and grunting, garbage-esting
animds, and into the castle, samping mud from his boots.

Hewaited for his human adviser to catch up, apparently thinking of another question.

Before the messenger could reach him there was a deep scream from the cellar. The king let out an
amogt identica ydl of rage. Cursing, heran for the sairs. " Stop, you vultures!™ he bellowed, haf way
down. "Let that man done.

That evening, instead of the entertainment of aman being pulled apart, the nobles ready for the
tourney were grouped to listen to a speech from the king. He paused an odd, long pause and cleared his
throat nervoudly. "All men are brothers," he said loudly, and paused, his earsturning pink. The assembled



noblesin armor gazed, waiting and puzzled. The king imagined the laughter of Dason. (Almost al men!
Don't claim too much success. Some may be cousing!)

Defiantly the king cleared histhroat and roared louder. "No born man can be taken or imprisoned or
dispossessed or exiled or in any way destroyed, nor will we go upon him or send upon him any force, except
by the group agreement of his equals, or to press laws of the land. To no one will we sell justice, to no one
will we refuse or delay right and justice. Justice is above all kings forever!" The nobles growled and
muttered, beginning to understand a threat.

Behind a screen of drapes sat a bandaged and splinted blond lion with a distinct resemblance to the
king. "What does Sir Big Mouth mean?' he growled in an undertone.

Dason grinned, "He has decided you are dl his brothers. It means, after you're back in shape, the
king will let you tekeaswing a him."

The bandaged lion sat up straighter. "That isjustice. If thisistrue, the king isaman worth following.
I'll break hisarm."

The king entered through the curtains, and on the other side they heard the clashing of armor asthe
tourney contestants mounted their elks for the battles and contests.

"They received it in silence, as | expected," said the king.

"Because | limited only my power they did nothing. But when do | tell these nobles and rulers of all the
parts of my realm that all peasants are equal and will vote? And that they cannot slay their peasants?”

"When you are ready with an army at your back to defend you from them,"” the engineer said.

Theking roared ashort laugh, "I know that. | just wanted to be sure you know that. | take no advice
from fools." He turned to the splinted and bandaged twin sdlf in the chair. "Wilk, how soon can your man
organize dl the peasantsto rise and take the castles? If | issued proclamations of equdity inthefall, after
the harvest, the nobleswould bring armies against me, and leave their castles undefended. Just asthey
charge my castle, | want them to hear that they have lost their own castles, and turn back.”

The big yellow-maned man in the chair laughed, showing sharp teeth. “"We were aready organized to
riseat thefirst civil war. | can persuade the committee to timeit your way, and keep you as part king.
But—"

In hisbig thick fingered hand he held arolled up manuscript on white leather. The Messenger
recognized the sacred words.

A scribe had labored dl night to copy it. The big revolution-ary smiled a satisfied cat smileand
handed the Congtitution to the king.

The ambassador from the Federate Fleet walked in a nervous crouch, ducking his head to clear the
rough edges of a corridor that had been widened to let him pass. Before him marched his guard of bees,
shouldering aside the workers who till tore at the wax of the passageway. An outraged high buzzing rose
asthe stranger passed, for he was not a bee, he was too tall, too upright, too dark, and gave astrange
amell that aroused their urgeto kill invaders of their home.

Tzee Tzat wrapped his bat wingstightly around himsdf like ablack cloak and pulled his head down,
nervoudy rehearsing what his speech would be in the buzzing language of the bees. The group emerged
into the high wide throne room of the Queen. Shelay on ahigh dais, alarge platform to carry her great
bulk, surrounded by ministers and messengers, feeders bringing food, and groomers stroking and
cleaning her sides, whilein the distance nurse bees hurried in line to receive eggs and take them away to
the hatcheries. Sherested her intelligent head on dender folded arms and looked down from the edge of
the platform, long feathery antennae turned inquiringly toward him. Nervoudy Tzee Tzat stopped and
bowed. It was the wrong gesture. A clamor of angry buzzes broke out around the throne room and his
guard unshesthed their stings and circled him, closing in with deadly aim.

Terrified the ambassador straightened, realizing that bowing had elevated his wingtips behind him like a
sting, agesture of threat. He buzzed and gestured. "I greet the ruler of the bees and submit to her law. |
bring a message."

The queen waved adender arm and the guard retreated grumbling. " Speak your message,” she
commanded.

Tzee Tza Siffened with hiswingswrapped tightly around him, looking like ahead projecting from a



closed black unbrella. Hislarge owlish eyeswere frightened but dert.

"I bring athreat and acommand from our high council to your ruler. And | bring mysdf to help, with
new knowledge."

"You bring athreat?' buzzed the Queen. Again she waved adim arm and the guards unsheethed their
dingsand closed in, circling.

Thelarge owlish eyes grew more frightened. "I am amessen-ger, not afighter. | have no sting and no
weapons. | can hurt no one.”

The Queen buzzed alower note and the guards circled away and lined up against the wall staring in
hogtile dertness.

The Queen asked. "Why does your hive threaten against my hives?"

"Y ou promised to dlow other flying speciesto exist on your planets and on the planets you conquer.
Y ou have broken your treaty. Y ou have killed many birds and bats and other flying intelligent citizenson
three planets." Tzee Tzat's voice broke on ahigh batlike squeak and he stopped and shivered,
remembering, seeing hisflying friends suddenly enshrouded in abal of stinging bees, then released, faling
limp. Days of walking with hiswingswrapped around him tightly to avoid looking like aflying cregture,
painful climbs up dippery walsto the doors of houses, with bees buzzing near, waiting to seewings.
Days of terror until the Federate Fleet arrived to rescue his planet.

He made an effort and adjusted his variable bat screech back to the steady smooth hum of the bees.
"The Federate Council threatens your hives and citieswith extermination. But | have been sent to change
your map of right directions, to save you. Why were the flying people attacked?’

The Queen signdled to her counselors. They clustered around her, touching and signaing and
buzzing, and then she turned back to the messenger. "Those dien fliers were dain because they flew too
high above the bees, like predators who would eat bees, and they did not give proper signals of peace.
Also they cropped from the same meadows as working bees and did not give proper dance sgnas of
sharing food. We have not broken our word, we have obeyed our tregty. We no longer kill every-thing
which flies, welet them live, therefore you mugt let uslive.”

She pushed hersdf on her front arms, trembling, barely able to pry up the weight of her gredt,
pregnant lower body, and looked down at him with her large shining eyes. "We only kill whatever bresks
thelaw.”

Tzee Tzat tried to stand tdler. "Y ou must not judge and kill birds by the laws of bees. Birds have
their own laws"

"We obey the hive laws. Thereis no other way to be right. All other ways are wrong," replied the
Queen. But she trembled and her antenna waved in irregular, hesitant motion as though comb-ing the air for
scents of the strange realities. She folded her arms and lay on the dais, staring.

"There are other ways and other laws, equally right,” Tzee Tzat said.

She was astonished. She stiffened her front legs again asif hearing something different, and raised
hersdlf in excitement and agitation.

"Right isright, and only the law isright. There can be only onetrueflight lineto home. All different
ways are wrong. The bee who returnsto the hive findsit only in one place.”

Tzee Tzat was atrandator of great skill. He recognized that she had recited atraditiona saying and
he imagined himsalf as an old wise bee, a philosopher of bees. He invented anew saying.

He buzzed and waved with both hands and swayed and turned in bee signas of direction and
distance. "If the bee starts from the west meadow, the hiveisto the east. If the bee starts from the east
meadow, the hiveisto the west. There are many true and right ways to the home of truth, to the hive of
the Crestor and Multiplier of dl life."

The counsdlor bees had listened closely, now they moved, buzzed, waved and danced a repegt song
of what he had said, memorizing the new saying. The Queen held very dill. With her antennae pointing
draight & him, shewaited, quivering.

Tzee Tzat judged his moment accurately. He removed the revolutionary manifesto from within his
cloak of wingsand held it up to read. As he read the ancient and sacred words he trand ated to bee
idess.



"These are the sacred directions. Y ou know thisterritory. Y ou have flown aboveit. If you look in l
the directions of life you will find that the Centrd Creator and Multiplier of dl lifewishes

diversty, tofill thehiveof dl life. All living things begin with equa right to life, difference and choice
of flight course." He stopped and watched the Queen.

"The Creator must love differences. Shelad eggs of enough different species, and hived enough
different unsuitable planets” said the Queen. "But it isour duty to treet differencesfrom rightnessas
mistekes"

He signaed with emphasis. "The Creator makes no mistakes, al living things begin with equal right to
life, difference and choice of place. Diverdty is storage bees and nursery bees, diversity isbeesunlike
flowers, diveraty isflowers unlike each other, different for each field and hill, for each change of season
and temperature. Diversity is growth and strength. When young we must seek our own direction, group
with others who found the same way, make the rules for our own hive and hatch the egg for our own
ruler.”

Tzee Tzat's bat eyes widened with enthusiasm, hisbat wings half unfurled like flags as he read the
great words.

He signaled and turned, bowed and made short runs, map-ping theway to truth in their mindslike
mapping the way to greet fields of honey, giving them aritua they would pass on to new young hatchlings
forever; anew song for beesto buzz.

CONTAGION

Minos was a lovely planet—if you could handle the food. And you could adapt to that the local
diseases—at a price.

It waslike an Earth forest in the fall, but it was not fall. The forest leaves were green and copper and
purple and fiery red, and awind sent patches of bright greenish sunlight dancing among the leaf shadows.

The hunt party of the Explorer filed dong the narrow trail, gunsready, walking carefully, listening to
the distant, haf-familiar cries of strange birds.

A faint crackle of atic in their earphonesindicated that agun had been fired.

"Got anything?' asked June Walton. The helmet intercom carried her voice to the ears of the others
without breaking the stillness of the forest.

"Took ashot at something," explained George Barton's cheerful voice in her earphones. She rounded
abend of thetrail and came upon Barton standing peering up into the trees, his gun till raised. "It looked
likeaduck."

"Thisisn't Centra Park," said Hal Barton, his brother, coming into Sight. His green spacesuit struck
an incongruous note againgt the bronze and red forest. "They won't al be ducks," he said soberly.

"Maybe some will be dragons. Don't get eaten by adragon, June," came Max's voice quietly into her
earphones. "Not while| till loveyou.” He came out of the trees carrying the blood-sample kit, and
touched her glove with his, the grin on hisugly beloved face bardly visble in the mingled light and shade.
A patch of sunlight struck agreenish glint from hisfishbowl helmet.

They walked on. A quarter of amile back, the space ship Explorer towered over the forest like a
tapering skyscraper, and the people of the ship looked out of the viewplates at fresh winds and sunlight
and clouds, and they longed to be outside.

But the likeness to Earth was danger, and the cool wind might be degth, for if the animaswerelike
Earth animds, their diseases might be like Earth diseases, dike enough to be contagious, different enough
to be impossible to treat. There was warning enough in the past. Colonies had vanished, and traveled
spaceways drifted with the corpses of shipswhich had touched on some plague planet.

The people of the ship waited while their doctors, in artight spacesuits, hunted animals to test them
for contagion.



The four medicos, for June Walton was also adoctor, filed through the alien homelike forest, walking
softly, watching for motion among the copper and purple shadows.

They saw it suddenly, alighter, moving, copper patch among the darker browns. Reflex action swung
Juneg's gun into line, and behind her someone's gun went off with afaint crackle of static, and made ahole
in the leaves bes de the specimen. Then for awhile no one moved.

This onelooked like aman, a magnificently muscled, leanly graceful, humanlikeanima. Eveninits
calused barefedt, it was ahead taller than any of them. Red-haired, hawk-faced and darkly tanned, it
stood bresthing heavily, looking at them without expression. At its Sde hung a sheath knife, and a
crosshow was 9 ung across one wide shoul der.

They lowered their guns.

"It needs ashave,"” Max said reasonably in their earphones, and he reached up to hishelmet and
flipped the switch that |et hisvoice he heard. " Something we could do for you, Mac?"

Thefriendly drawl wasthefirst voice that had broken the forest sounds. June smiled suddenly. He
wasright. The strict logic of evolution did not demand beards; therefore a non-human would not be
wearing athree-day growth of red stubble.

Stll panting, the tal figurelicked dry lips and spoke. "Welcome to Minos. The mayor sends greetings
from Alexandria™

"English?" gasped June.

"Wewere afraid you would take off again before | could bring wordtoyou. . . It'sthree hundred
miles. .. We saw your scout plane pass twice, but we couldn't attract its attention.”

June looked in stunned silence at the stranger leaning againgt thetree. Thirty-sx light years—thirty-six
times six trillion miles of monotonous space travel—to betold that the planet was dready settled! "We
didn't know there was acolony here," she said. "It's not on the map."

"Wewere afraid of that,” the tall bronze man answered soberly. "We have been here three
generations and no traders have come.”

Max shifted the kit strap on his shoulder and offered ahand. "My nameisMax Stark, M.D. Thisis
June Walton, M.D., Ha Barton, M.D., and George Barton, Hal's brother, dso M.D.”

"Patrick Mead isthe name." The man amiled, shaking hands casudly. "Just a hunter and bridge
carpenter myself. Never met any medicos before.”

The grip was effortless, but even through her air-proofed glove June could fed that the fingers that
touched hers were as hard as padded stedl.

"What—what is the population of Minos?' she asked.

Helooked down at her curioudy for amoment before answering. "Only one hundred and fifty." He
smiled. "Don't worry, thisisn't acity planet yet.

Theresroom for afew more people. He shook hands with the Bartons quickly. "That is—you are
people, aren't you?' he asked startlingly.

"Why not?' said Max with apoise that June admired.

"Wdll, you are all so—so—" Patrick Mead's eyes roamed across the faces of the group. "So
varied."

They could find no meaning in that, and stood puzzled.

"I mean," Patrick Mead said into the silence, "dl these—interesting different hair colors and face
shapes and so forth—" He made a vague wave with one hand asif he had run out of words or was
anxious not to insult them.

"Joke?" Max asked, bewildered.

Junelaid ahand on hisarm. "No harm meant," she said to him over the intercom. "Were just as
much of ashock to him asheistous.”

She addressed a question to the tall colonist on outside sound. "What should a person look like, Mr.



Mead?"

Heindicated her withaamile. "Likeyou."

June stepped closer and stood looking up at him, considering her own description. Shewastall and
tanned, like him; had afew freckles, like him; and wavy red hair, like his. Sheignored the brightly
humorous blue eyes.

"In other words," she said, "everyone on the planet looks like you and me?

Patrick Mead took another look at their four faces and began to grin. "Like me, | guess. But | hadn't
thought of it before, that people could have different colored hair or that noses-could fit o many ways
onto faces. Judging by my own appearance, | suppose any fool can walk on his hands and say the world
isupside down!" Helaughed and sobered. "But then why wear spacesuits? Theair is breathable.”

"For safety,” Junetold him. "We can't take any chances on plague.”

Pat M ead was wearing nothing but hisweapons, and the wind ruffled his hair. He looked
comfortable, and they longed to take off the stuffy spacesuits and fed the wind againgt their own skins.
Minoswas like home, like Earth . . . But they were strangers.

"Plague,” Pat Mead said thoughtfully. "We had one here. It came two years after the colony arrived
and killed everyone except the Mead families. They wereimmune. | guesswe look alike because we're
al related, and that'swhy | grew up thinking that it isthe only way people can look.”

Plague. "What wasthe disease?' Ha Barton asked.

"Pretty gruesome, according to my father. They caled it the meting sickness. The doctors died too
soon to find out what it was or what to do about it."

"Y ou should have trained more doctors, or sent to civilization for some." A trace of impatience wasin
George Barton's voice.

Pat Mead explained patiently, "Our ship, with the power plant and al the books we needed, went off
into the sky to avoid the contagion, and never came hack. The crew must have died." Long years of
hardship were indicated by that statement, a colony with ectric power gone and machinery stilled, with
key technicians dead and no way to replace them. June redlized then the full meaning of the primitive
shesth knife and bow.

"Any recurrence of melting sickness?' asked Hal Barton.

"No."

"Any other diseases?"

"Not aone.

Max was eying the bronze red-headed figure with something approaching awe. "Do you think dl the
Meads|ook like that? he said to June on the intercom. "I wouldn't mind being aMead myslf!”

Their job had been made easy by the coming of Pat. They went back to the ship laughing, exchanging
anecdotes with him. There was nothing now to kegp Minos from being the home they wanted except the
melting sickness, and forewarned againgt it, they could take precautions.

The polished silver and black column of the Explorer seemed to rise higher and higher over the trees
asthey neared it. Then its symmetry blurred al sense of specific Size asthey stepped out from among the
trees and stood on the edge of the meadow, looking up.

"Nice!" sad Pat. "Beautiful!" The admiration in his voice was warming.

"It wasayacht,” Max said, still looking up, *secondhand, an old-time beauty without asign of wear.
Synthetic diamond-studded control board and muras on thewalls. It doesn't have the new speed drives,
but it brought usthirty-six light yearsin one and a haf subjective years. Plenty good enough.”

Thetal tanned man looked faintly wistful, and June redlized that he had never had accessto afilm
library, never seen amovie, never experienced luxury. He had been born and raised on Minos without
eectricity.

"May | go aboard?' Pat asked hopefully.
Max undung the specimen kit from his shoulder, laid it on the carpet of plantsthat covered the
ground, and began to open it.



"Tedsfirg," Ha Barton said. "We haveto find out if you people still carry this so-called melting
sickness. Well have to de-microbe you and take specimens before we let you on board. Once on, you'll
be no good as a check for what the other Meads might have.”

Max was taking out arack and a stand of preservative bottles and hypodermics.

"Areyou going to jab me with those?' Pat asked with darm.

"You'rejust aspecimen animal to me, bud!" Max grinned at Pat Mead, and Pat grinned back. June
saw that they were friends aready, the tall pantherish colonist and the wry, black-haired doctor. She felt
agtab of guilt because sheloved Max and yet could pity him for being smaller and frailer than Pat Mead.

"Liedown,” Max told him, "and hold still. We need two spind-fluid samples from the back, a
body-cavity onein front, and another from thearm.”

Pat lay down obediently. Max knelt, and as he spoke, expertly swabbed and inserted needles with
the smooth speed that had made him a fine nerve surgeon on Earth.

High above them the scout helioplane came out of an opening in the ship and angled off toward the
west, its buzz diminishing. Then, suddenly, it veered and headed back, and Reno Ulrich's voice came
tinnily from their earphones.

"Wheat's that you've got? Hey, what are you does doing down there?' He banked again and cameto
astop, hovering fifty feet away. June could see his Sartled face looking through the glass at Pet.

Ha Barton switched to anarrow radio beam, explained rapidly and pointed in the direction of
Alexandria. Reno's plane lifted and flew away over the odd-colored forest.

"The plane will drop anote on your town, telling them you got through to us," Hal Barton told Pet,
who was sitting up watching Max dexteroudy put the blood and spind fluidsinto the right bottles without
exposing themto air.

"Wewont be free to contact your people until we know if they still carry melting sickness," Max
added. "Y ou might be immune o it doesn't show on you, but still carry enough germs—if that's what
caused it—to wipe out a planet.”

"If you do carry mdting sickness," said Hal Barton, "we won't be able to mingle with your people
until we've cleared them of the disease.”

"Starting with me?"' Pat asked.

"Starting with you," Max told him ruefully, "as soon as you step on board.”

"More needles?’

"Yes, and afew little extrasthrownin.”

"Rough?'

"Itisn't easy."

A few minutes|ater, standing in the stals for spacesuit decontamination, being buffeted by jets of hot
disnfectant, bathed in glares of sterilizing ultraviolet radiation, June remembered that and compared Pet
Mead's treestment to theirs.

Inthe Explorer, stored carefully in sedled tanks and containers, was the ultimate, multipurpose
curedll. It was asolution of enzymes so like the key catdysts of the human cdll nucleusthat it caused
chemica derangement and disintegration in any nonhuman cdll. Nothing could livein contact with it but
human cdlls; any dien intruder to the body would die. Nucleocat Curedll wasitstrade name.

But the curedll done was not enough for complete safety. Plagues had been known to day too
rapidly and universally to be checked by human trestment. Doctors are not reliable; they die. Therefore
gpace-ways and interplanetary health law demanded that ship equipment for guarding against disease be
totally mechanica in operation, rgpid and efficient.

Somewhere near them, in aseries of stallswhich led around and around like arabbit maze, Pat was
being herded from stall to stall by peremptory mechanicd voices, directed to soap and shower, ordered
toinsert hisarm into adot which took a sample of hisblood, given solutionsto drink, bathed in
germicidal ultraviolet, shaken by sonic blasts, bresthing air thick with sprays of germicidal mists, being
directed to put hisarmsinto other dotswhere they were anesthetized and injected with various
immunizing olutions

Findly, hewould be put in aroom of high temperature and extreme dryness, and instructed to Sit for



haf an hour while more fluids were dripped into his veins through long thin tubes.
All legal spaceshipswere built for safety. No chance was taken of allowing a suspected carrier to
bring an infection on hoard with him.

June stepped from the last shower stdl into the locker room, zipped off her spacesuit with asigh of
relief, and contemplated hersalf in awall mirror. Red hair, dark blue eyes, tdl . . .

"I've got agood figure," she said thoughtfully.

Max turned at the door. "Why this sudden interest in your looks?' he asked suspicioudy. "Do we
stand here and admire you, or do wefindly get something to eat?”’

"Wait aminute." Shewent to awall phone and dided it carefully, usng acombination from the ship's
directory. "How're you doing, Pat?"

The phone picked up ahissing of water or spray. There was a startled chuckle. "V oices, too! Hello,
June. How do you tell amachineto go spray itself?'

"Areyou hungry?'

"No food since yesterday."

"WEell have a banquet ready for you when you get out,” shetold Pat and hung up, smiling. Pat
Mead's voice had avitaity and enjoyment which made shipboard talk sound like sad artificial gaiety in
contrast.

They looked into the nearby smdll |aboratory where twelve squedling hamsters were protestingly
submitting to asmall injection each of Pat's blood. In most of them the injection was followed by one of
antihistaminics and adaptives. Otherwise the hamster defense system would treet al nonhamster cellsas
enemies, even the harmless human blood cdlls, and fight back against them violently.

One hamgter, the twelfth, was given an extra-large dose of adaptive so that if there were a disease,
hewould not fight it or the human cdlls, and thus succumb more rapidly.

"How yadoing, George?' Max asked.

"Routine," George Barton grunted absently.

On theway up thelong spiral rampsto the dining hall, they passed aviewplate. It showed along
scene of mountainsin the distance on the horizon, and between them, rising step by step asthey grew
farther away, the low rolling hills, bronze and red with patches of clear green where there werefields.

Someone was looking out, standing very lill, asif she had been therealong time—Bess . Clair, a
Canadian woman. "It looks like Winnipeg," shetold them asthey paused. "When are you doctors going
to let us out of thisbarberpole? Look." She pointed. " See that patch of field on the south hillside, with the
brook winding through it? I've staked that hillside for our house. When do we get out?!

Rena Ulrich'stiny scout plane buzzed dowly in from the distance and began circling lazily.

"Sooner than you think," Max told her. "Weve discovered a castaway colony on the planet. They've
done our testsfor usby just living here. If theré's anything here to catch, they've caught it."

"People on Minos?' Besss handsome ruddy face grew dive with excitement.

"One of them isdown in the medica department,” June said. "Hell be out in twenty minutes.”

"May | go seehim?"

"Sure" said Max. "Show him theway to the dining hal when he gets out. Tel him we sent you.”

"Right!" Sheturned and ran down theramp likeasmdl girl going to afire. Max grinned at June and
she grinned back. After ayear and ahalf of isolation in space, everyone was hungry for the sght of new
faces, the sound of unfamiliar voices.

They climbed the last two turnsto the cafeteria and entered to arich subdued blend of soft music and
quiet conversation. The cafeteriawas a section of the old dining room, left when the rest of the ship had
been converted to living and working quarters, and it till had the origina findy grained wood of the
ceiling and walls, the sound absorbency, the soft-music spools and the intimate smdll light at each table
where people leisurely ate and talked.

They stood in line at the hot foods counter, and behind her June could hear agirl's voicetaking



excitedly through the murmur of conversation.

"—new man, honest! | saw him through the view-plate when they camein. HEs down in the medica
department. A red frontiersman.”

Theline drew abreast of the counters, and she and Max chose three heaping trays, starting with
hydroponic mushroom stegk, raised in the growing trays of water and chemicds, sharp sdad bowl with
rose tomatoes and aromatic peppers, tank-grown fish with special sauce; four different desserts, and
assorted beverages.

Presently they had three tottering trays successfully maneuvered to atable. Brant St. Clair came over.
"l beg your pardon, Max, but they are saying something about Reno carrying messagesto a colony of
savages for the medical department. Will he be back soon, do you know?"

Max smiled up a him, his square face affectionate. Everyone liked the shy Canadian. "He's back
dready. Wejust saw him comein.”

"Oh, fine" St. Clair beamed. "1 had an gppointment with him to go out and confirm what lookslike a
nicevein of iron to the northeast. Have you seen Bess? Oh—there sheis." He turned swiftly and hurried
away.

A very tdl man with fiery red hair camein surrounded by an eagerly talking crowd of ship people. It
was Pat Mead. He stood in the doorway aertly scanning the dining room. Sheer vitality made him seem
even larger than he was. Sighting June, he smiled and began to thread toward their table.

"Look!" said someone. "Theresthe colonist!" Shella; a pretty, jeweled woman, followed and caught
hisarm. "Did you really swim across ariver to come here?"

Overflowing with good will and curiosity, people gpproached from dl directions. "Did you actudly
walk three hundred miles? Come, eat with us. Let me help choose your tray."

Everyone wanted him to et at their table, everyone was a specidist and wanted data about Minos.
They dl wanted anecdotes about hunting wild animals with a bow and arrow.

"He needsto be rescued,” Max said. "Hewon't have achanceto est.”

June and Max got up firmly, edged through the crowd, captured Pat and escorted him back to their
table. June found hersdlf pleased to be claiming the hero of the hour.

Pat sat in the smple, subtly designed chair and leaned back dmost voluptuoudy, testing the way it
gave and fitted itsalf to him. Heran his eyes over the bright tableware and heaped plates. He looked
around at the rich grained walls and soft lights at each table. He said nothing, just looking and fedling and
experiencing.

"When we build our town and leave the ship,” June explained, "we will turn al the staterooms back
into the lounges and ballrooms and cocktail barsthat used to beinsde. Then it will be beautiful.”

Pat smiled, cocked his head to the music, and tried to locate its source. "It's good enough now. We
only play music tapes once aweek in city hall."

They ate, Pat beginning the first meal he had had in more than aday.

Most of the other diners finished when they were hafway through, and began walking over,
diffidently at first, then in another wave of smiling faces, handshakes, and introductions. Pet was asked
about crops, about farming methods, about rainfal and floods, about farm animals and plant breeding,
about the compatibility of imported Earth seeds with loca ground, about mines and strata.

Therewas no need to protect him. He leaned back in his chair and drawled answerswith the lazy
ease of apanther; where he could think of no statistics, he would fill the gap with an anecdote. It showed
that he enjoyed spinning campfire yarns and being the center of interest.

Between bouts of questions, he ate and listened to the music.

June noticed that the femal e specialists were prolonging the questions more than they needed,
clustering around the table laughing at hisjokes, until presently Pat was amost surrounded by pretty
faces, eager questions, and chiming laughs. Sheilathe beautiful laughed most chimingly of al.

June nudged Max, and Max shrugged indifferently. It wasn't anything aman would pay attention to,
perhaps. But June watched Pet for amoment more, then glanced uneasily back to Max. He was egting



and listening to Pat's answers and did not feel her gaze. For some reason Max looked amost shrunken to
her. He was shorter than she had redlized; she had forgotten that he was only the same height as hersdlf.
Shewas aware of the clear lilting chatter of female voicesincreasing at Pat's end of thetable.

"That guysamenace," Max said, and laughed to himsdlf, cutting another dice of hydroponic
mushroom steak. "What's got you?" he added, glancing aside a her when he noticed her sudden
dillness.

"Nothing," she said hagtily, but she did not turn back to watching Pat Mead. She felt didoyd. Pat
was only asuperb animal. Max was the man she loved. Or—was he? Of course he was, shetold hersalf
angrily. They had gone colonizing together because they wanted to spend their lives together; she had
never thought of marrying any other man. Y et the sense of dissatisfaction perssted, and dong withit a
feding of guilt.

Len Marlow, the protein tank-culture technician responsible for the mushroom steaks, had wormed
hisway into the group and asked Pat a question. Now he was saying, "'l don't dig you, Pet. It soundslike
you're putting the people into the tanks instead of the vegetables!” He glanced at them, looking puzzled.
"Seeif you two can make anything of this. It sounds medical to me."

Pet leaned back and smiled, sipping aglass of hydroponic burgundy. "Wonderful stuff. Y oull haveto
show us how to makeit."

Len turned back to him. "Y ou people live off the country, right?Y ou hunt and bring in steaks and eat
them, right? Well, say | have one of those steaks right here and | want to egt it, what happens?”’

"Go ahead and edt it. It just wouldn't digest. Y ou'd stay hungry.”

"Why?" Len was aggrieved.

"Chemical differencesin the basic protoplasm of Minos. Different amino linkages, left-handed instead
of right-handed moleculesin the carbohydrates, things like that. Nothing will be digestible here until you
are adapted chemicaly by alittle test-tube evolution. Till then you'd starve to death on afull somach.”

Pat's sde of the table had been loaded with the dishes from two trays, but it was dmost clear now
and the dishes were stacked negily to one Sde. He started on three desserts, thoughtfully tasting each in
turn.

"Test-tube evolution?' Max repeated. "What'sthat? | thought you people had no doctors.”

"It sagtory.” Pat leaned back again. "Alexander P. Mead, the head of the Mead clan was a plant
geneticist, avery determined persondity and no man to argue with. He didn't want usto go through the
gruggle of killing off dl Minos plants and putting in our own, spoiling the face of the planet and upsetting
the balance of its ecology. He decided that he would adapt our genesto this planet or kill ustrying. He
didit, dl right."

"Did which?" asked June, suddenly fedling a sourceless prickle of feer,

"Adapted usto Minos. He took human cells—"

Shelistened intently, trying to find areason for fear in the explanation. It would have taken many
human generations to adapt to Minos by ordinary evolution, and that only at aheavy toll of death and
hunger which evolution exacts. There was ashorter way: Human cells have the ability to return to their
primeva condition of independence, hunting, eating and reproducing aone.

Alexander P. Mead took human cells and made them into phagocytes. He put them through the hard
savage school of evolution—athousand generations of multiplication, hardship and hunger, with the dien
indigestible food adways present, offering itsreward of plenty to the cell that reluctantly learned to absorb
it.

"L eucocytes can run through severd thousand generations of evolution in sx months”" Pat Mead
finished. "When they reached a point where they would absorb Minos food, he planted them back in the
people he had taken them from."

"What was supposed to happen then? Max asked, leaning forward.

"I don't know exactly how it worked. He never told anybody much about it, and when | wasalittle
boy he had gone loco and was wandering ha-ha-ing around waving atest tube. Fell down aravine and



broke his neck at the age of eighty.”

"A character," Max said.

Why was she afraid? "It worked, then?’

"Yes. Hetried it on al the Meadsthefirst year. The other settlers didn't want to be experimented on
until they saw how it worked out. It worked. The Meads could hunt and plant while the other settlers
were still egting out of hydroponicstanks.”

"It worked," said Max to Len. "You're a plant geneticist and atank-culture expert. Theré'sajob for
you."

"Uh-uh! Len backed away. "It soundslike amedica problem to me. Human cell control—right up
your dley,"

"It isaone-way street,” Pat warned. "Onceit is done, you won't be able to digest ship food. I'll get
no good from this protein. | ateit just for the taste.”

Ha Barton appeared quietly beside the table. "Three of the twelve test hamsters have died,” he
reported, and turned to Pat. ™Y our people carry the germs of melting sickness, as you cdl it. The dead
hamsters were injected with blood taken from you before you were de-infected. We can't settle here
unlesswe de-infect everybody on Minos. Would they object?’

"We wouldn't want to give you folks germs.” Pat smiled. "Anything for safety. But ther€ll haveto be
avoteonit first."

The doctors went to Reno Ulrich's table and walked with him to the hangar, explaining. Hewasto
carry the proposa to Alexandria, mingle with the people, be persuasive and wait for them to vote before
returning. Hewasto give himsdf shots of cured| every two hours on the hour or run therisk of disease.

Reno was pleased. He had dabbled in sociology before retraining as a mechanic for the expedition.
"This gives me achanceto study their mores." Hewinked wickedly. "I may not be back for severd
nights." They watched through the viewplate as he took off, and then went over to the [aboratory for a
look at the hamsters.

Three were dive and hedlthy, munching lettuce. One was the control; the other two had been given
shots of Pat's blood from before he entered the ship, but with no additiona treatment. Apparently a
hamster could fight off melting Scknesseaslly if |eft done. Three were il feverish and ruffled, with alow
red blood count, but recovering. The three dead ones had been given strong shots of adaptive and
counter-histamine, so their bodies had not fought back against the attack.

June glanced at the dead animals hastily and looked away again. They lay twisted with astrange
semi-fluid limpness, asif ready to dissolve. The last hamster, which had been given the heaviest dose of
adaptive, had gpparently lost all its hair before deeth. It was hairless and pink, like a tillborn baby.

"We can find no microorganisms,” George Barton said. "None at al. Nothing in the body that should
not be there. Leucosis and anemia. Fever only for the onesthat fought it off." He handed Max some
temperature charts and graphs of blood counts.

June wandered out into the hall. Pediatrics and obstetrics were her fidd; sheleft the cellular research
to Max, and just helped him with laboratory routine. The strange mood followed her out into the hall,
then abruptly lightened.

Coming toward her, busily telling atale of adventure to the gorgeous Sheila Davenport, was atall,
redheaded, magnificently handsome man. It was his handsomeness which made Pat such apleasureto
look upon and talk with, she guiltily told herself, and it was histremendous vitdity . . . It waslike meeting
amovie hero in the flesh, or ahero out of the pages of abook—Deerdayer, John Clayton, Lord
Greystoke.

She waited in the doorway to the laboratory and made no move to join them, merely acknowledged
the two with anod and a smile and a casud lift of the hand. They nodded and smiled back.

"Hdllo, June," said Pat and continued telling histale, but asthey passed helightly touched her arm.

"You Tarzan?' she said mockingly and softly to his passing profile, and knew that he had heard.

That night she had anightmare. She was running down along corridor looking for Max, but every



man she came to was a big bronze man with red hair and bright-blue eyes who touched her arm.

The pink hamster! She woke suddenly, feding asif darm bells had been ringing, and listened
carefully, but there was no sound. She had had anightmare, shetold herself, but darm bellswere il
ringing in her unconscious. Something was wrong.

Lying sill and trying to preserve theimages, she groped for ameaning, but the mood faded under the
cold touch of reason. Damn intuitive thinking! A pink hamster! Why did the unconscious have to be so
vague? Shefdl adeegp again and forgot.

They had lunch with Pat Mead that day, and after it was over, Pat delayed June with ahand on her
shoulder and looked down &t her.

"Me Tarzan, you Jane," he said and then turned away, answering the hails of aparty at another table
asif he had not spoken. She stood shaken, and then walked to the door where Max waited.

She was particularly affectionate with Max the rest of the day, and it pleased him. He would not have
been if he had known why. Shetried to forget Pet's reply.

Junewasin the laboratory with Max, watching the growth of asmall tank culture of the dien
protoplasm from aMinos weed, and listening to Len Marlow pour out histroubles.

"And Elsetags around after that big goof dl day, listening to hisstories. And then shetdlsmeI'm
just jedlous, I'm imagining things!" He passed his hand across hiseyes. "I came away from Earth to be
with Else. . . I'm getting a headache. Look, can't you persuade Pet to cut it out, June? Y ou and Max are
hisfriends.

"Here, have an aspirin," Junesaid. "WEe Il see what we can do."

"Thanks." Len picked up histank culture and went out, not at al cheered.

Max sat brooding over the dials and meters at his end of the laboratory, apparently sunk in thought.
When Len had gone, he spoke dmost harshly. "Why encourage the guy? Why let him hope?”

"Found out any thing about the differencesin protoplasm?* she evaded.

"Why let him kid himself? What chance has he got againgt that hunk of muscle and smooth talk?’

"But Pet isn't after Else," she protested.

"Every scatterbrained woman on this ship istrailing after Pat with her tongue hanging out. Brant St.
Clarr isin the bar right now. He doesn't say what heisdrinking about, but do you think Pat isressting all
these women crowding down on him?”*

"There are other things besideslooks and charm,” she said, grimly trying to concentrate on adide
under her binocular microscope.

"Y eah, and whatever they are, Pat has them, too. Who's more competent to support awoman and a
family on afrontier planet than a handsome bruiser who was born here?’

"I meant"—June spun around on her stool with unexpected passion—"thereis old friendship, and
theresloyalty and memories, and personality!" She was haf shouting.

"They're not worth much on the secondhand market,” Max said. He was sitting dumped on hislab
gtool, looking dully a hisdids. "Now I'm getting aheadache!” He smiled ruefully. "No kidding, ared
headache. And over other people'stroubles, yet!"

Other people'stroubles. . . She got up and wandered out into the long curving halls. "Me Tarzan,
you Jane," Pat's voice repested in her mind. Why did the man have to be so overpoweringly attractive,
S0 glaring acontrast to Max? Why couldn't the universe manage to run on without generating
troublesome love triangles?

She walked up the curving rampsto the dining hal where they had esten and drunk and talked
yesterday. It was empty except for one couple talking forehead to forenead over cold coffee.

She turned and wandered down the long easy spiral of corridor to the pharmacy and dispensary. It
was empty. George was probably in the test 1ab next door, where he could hear if he was wanted. The
automeatic vendor of harmless euphorics, stimulants and opiates stood in the corner, brightly decorated in
pastel abgtract designs, with its autometic tabulator graph glowing aboveit.

Max had a headache, she remembered. She recorded her thumbprint in the machine and pushed the
plunger for abox of aspirins, trying to focus her attention on the problem of adapting the people of the



ship to the planet Minos. An aquarium tank with afaint solution of histamine would be enough to convert
apiece of human skin into acommunity of voracious active phagocytesindividualy seeking something to
devour, but could they egt enough to live away from the rich sustaining plasma of human blood?

After the aspirins, she pushed another plunger for something for herself. Then she stood looking at it,
asmall box with three pillsin her hand—Theobromine, a heart strengthener and a confidence-giving
euphoric al in one, something to steady shaky nerves. She had used it before only in emergency. She
extended ahand and looked at it. It was trembling. Damn triangles!

While shewaslooking at her hand, there was a click from the automeatic drug vendor. It summed the
morning use of each drug in the vendors throughout the ship, and recorded it in aneat addition to the end
of each graph line. For amoment she could not find the green line for anodynes and the red line for
gimulants, and then she saw that they went dmost straight

There were too many being used—far too many to be explained by jealousy or psychosomatic
peevishness. Thiswas an epidemic, and only one disease was possble!

The disinfecting of Pat had not succeeded. Nueleocat Curedll, killer of al infections, had not cured!
Pat had brought mdting sicknessinto the ship with him!

Who had it?

The drugs vendor glowed cheerfully, uncommuniceative. She opened apand initssde and looked in
on restlessinterlacing cogs, and on the ingde of the door she saw printed somedirections. .. "To
remove or examine records before reaching end of the ree—"

After afew fumbling minutes she had the answer. In the cafeteriaat breskfast and lunch, thirty-eight
men out of the forty-eight aboard ship had taken more than hisnorm of stimulant. Twenty-one had taken
aspirin aswell. The only woman who had made an unusua purchase was hersdlf!

She remembered the hamsters that had thrown off the infection with a short sharp fever, and checked
back in the records to the day before. There was a short risein aspirin slesto women at late afternoon.
The women were safe.

It was the men who had melting sickness!

Meélting sicknesskilled in hours, according to Pat Mead. How long had the men been sick?

Asshewasleaving, Jarry cameinto the pharmacy, recorded his thumbprint and took abox of aspirin
from the machine.

Shefdt dl right. Self-control wasworking well, and it was possible ill to walk down the corridor
smiling at the people who passed. She took the emergency eevator to the control room and showed her
credential s to the technician on watch.

"Medical Emergency.” Atasmall control pand in the corner was alarge red button, precisaly
labeled. She considered it and picked up the control-room phone. Thiswas the hard part, telling
someone, especialy someone who had it—Max.

She dided, and when the click on the end of the line showed he had picked up the phone, shetold
Max what she had seen.

"No women, just the men," he repeeted. " That right?

"y es"

"Probably it's chemicaly aien, inhibited by one of the femae hormones. Well try sex hormone shats,
if we haveto. Where are you cdling from?"

Shetold him.

"That's right. Give Nucleocat Curedll another chance. It might work thistime. Push that button.”

She went to the panel and pushed the large red button. Through the long height of the Explorer, bdls
woketo life and began to ring in frightened clangor, emergency doors thumped shut, mechanica
gpparatus hummed into life and canned voices began to give rapid urgent directions.

A plague had come.

She obeyed the mechanica orders, went out into the hall and walked in line with the others. The
captain walked ahead of her and the gorgeous Sheila Davenport fdll into step beside her. "1 look like a



positive hag thismorning. Does that mean I'm sck? Areweadl sick?”

June shrugged, unwilling to say what she knew.

Others came out of al roomsinto the corridor, thickening theline. They could hear each room lock
asthelast person left it, and then, faintly, the hiss of disinfectant spray. Behind them, on the hedls of the
last personin line, segments of the ship dammed off and began to hiss.

They wound down the spird corridor until they reached the medical-trestment section again, and
therethey waited in line.

"It won't scar my arms, will it?" asked Sheila gpprehensively, glancing at her smooth, lovely arms.

The mechanica voice said, "Next. Step inside, please, and stand clear of the door,"

"Not abit," June reassured Sheila, and stepped into the cubicle.

Inside, shewas directed from cubicle to cubicle and given the usua buffeting by sprays and radiation,
had blood samples taken and was injected with Nueleocat and a series of other protectives. At last she
was directed through another door into atiny cubicle with achair.

"You areto wait here," commanded the recorded voice metalically. "In twenty minutes the door will
unlock and you may then leave. All people now treated may vist al parts of the ship which have been
protected. It isforbidden to vigit any quarantined or unsterile part of the ship without permission from the
medicd officers.”

Presently the door unlocked and she emerged into bright lights again, feding dightly battered.

Shewasintheclinic. A few men sat on the edge of beds and |ooked sick. One was lying down.
Brant and Bess &t. Clair sat near each other, not speaking.

Approaching her was George Barton, reading a thermometer with a puzzled expression.

"What isit, George? she asked anxioudy.

"Some of the women have adight fever, but it's going down. None of the fellows have any—but their
white count isway up, their red count isway down, and they look sick to me."

She approached . Clair. Hisusually ruddy cheeks were pale, his pulse was light and too fast, and
his skin felt clammy. "How's the headache? Did the Nucleocat treestment help?”

"l fed worsg, if anything?"

"Better set up beds," shetold George. "Get everyone back into theclinic.”

"Weredoing that," George assured her. "That'swhat Hd isdoing.”

She went back to the laboratory. Max was pacing up and down, absently running his hands through
hisblack hair until it stood straight up. He stopped when he saw her face, and scowled thoughtfully.
"They are dtill Sck?’ It was more a statement than a question.

She nodded.

"The Curedl didn't curethistime," he muttered. "That leavesit up to us. We have mdting Sckness
and according to Pat and the hamsters, that leaves us less than aday to find out what it isand learn how
tostopit.”

Suddenly an ideafor another test struck him and he moved to the work table to set it up. He worked
rapidly, with an occasona uncoordinated movement bresking his usud efficiency.

It was strange to see Max troubled and afraid.

She put on alaboratory smock and began to work. She worked in silence. The mechanicals had
falled. Hal and George Barton were busy staving off death from the weaker cases and trying to gain time
for Max and her to work. The problem of the plague had to be solved by the two of them aone. It was
inther hands.

Another test, no results. Another test, no results. Max's bands were shaking and he stopped a
moment to take stimulants.

She went into the ward for amoment, found Bess and warned her quietly to tell the other women to
be ready to take over if the men became too sick to go on. "But tell them camly. We don't want to
frighten themen.” Shelingered in the ward long enough to see the word spread among thewomen ina
widening wave of paler faces and compressed lips; then she went back to the [aboratory.

Another test. There was no sign of amicroorganism in anyone's blood, merely a growing horde of
leucocytes and phagocytes, prowling asif mobilized to repel invasion.



Len Marlow waswheded in unconscious, with Hal Barton's written comments and conclusions
pinned to the blanket.

"l don't fed so well mysdlf,” the assstant complained. "Theair fedsthick. | can't bresthe.”

June saw that hislipswere blue. "Oxygen short,” shetold Max.

"Low red-corpuscle count,” Max answered. "L ook into adrop and see what's going on. Use mine; |
fed the same way he does." Shetook two drops of Max's blood. The count was low, falling too fast.

Breathing is usdless without the proper minimum of red corpusclesin the blood. People below that
minimum die of asphyxiation athough their lungsarefull of purear. The red-corpuscle count wasfdling
too fast. Thetime she and Max had to work in was too short.

"Pump some more CO, into the air system,” Max said urgently over the phone. "Get someinto the
men'send of theward."

She looked through the microscope at the live sample of blood. It was adark clear field and bright
moving things spun and swirled through it, but she could see nothing that did not belong there.

"Ha," Max called over the genera spesker system, "cut the other treatments, check for accelerating
anemia. Treet it like monoxide poisoning—CO, and oxygen."

She reached into a cupboard under the work table, located two cylinders of oxygen, cracked the
valves and handed one to Max and one to the assstant. Some of the bluish tint |eft the assstant'sface as
he breathed, and he went over to the patient with reawakened concern.

"Not breathing, Doc!"

Max wasworking at the desk, muttering equations of hemoglobin catalyss.

"Len'sgone, Doc," the assstant said more loudly.

"Artificid respiration and get him into aregeneration tank," said June, not moving from the
microscope. "Hurry! Hal will show you how. The oxidation and mechanica heart action in the tank will
keep him going. Put anyone in atank who seemsto be dying. Get some women to help you. Give them
Hd'singructions”

The tanks were ordinarily used to suspend animation in anutrient bath during the regrowth of any
diseased organ. They could preservelifein an dmost totally destroyed body during the usud
disintegration and regrowth trestments for cancer and old age, and they could encourage hedling as
destruction continued but they could not prevent ultimate death as long as the disease was not
conquered.

The drop of blood in June's microscope was agreat dark field, and in the foreground, brought to gar
gantuan solidity by the stereo effect, drifted neat saucer shapes of red blood cells. They turned end for
end, floating by the humped misty mass of aleucocyte which was crawling on the cover glass. There
were not enough red corpuscles, and she felt that they grew fewer as she watched.

Shefixed her eye on one, not blinking in fear that she would misswhat might happen. It was atidy
red button, and it spun asit drifted, the current moving it asdein acurve asit passed by the leucocyte.

Then, aoruptly, the cell vanished.

June stared numbly at the place where it had been. Where had it gone?

Behind her, Max was caling over the speaker system again: "Dr. Stark spesking. Any technician who
knows anything about the life tanks, start bringing more out of storage and set them up. Emergency.”

"We may need forty-seven,” June said quietly. There were forty-seven men.

"We may need forty-seven," Max repeated to the ship in generd. Hisvoice did not falter. " Set them
up aong the corridor. Hook them in on extenson lines”

Hisvoicefiltered back from the empty floors abovein a series of dim echoes. What he had said
meant that every man on board might be on the point of heart soppage.

Junelooked blindly through the binocular microscope, trying to think. Out of the corner of her eye
she could see that Max was wavering and breathing more and more frequently of the pure, cold, burning
oxygen of the cylinders. In the microscope she could see that there were fewer red cellsleft alivein the



drop of hisblood. Therate of fal was accelerating.

Shedidn't haveto glance at Max to know how he would look—skin pae, black eyebrows and keen
brown eyesdightly squinted in thought, afaint ironica grin twisting the bluing lips. Intdligent, thin,
sengitive, hisface was part of her mind. It wasinconceivable that Max could die. He couldn't die. He
couldn't leave her done.

She forced her mind back to the problem. All the men of the Explorer were at the same point,
where-ever they were. Somehow losing blood, dying.

Moving to Max's desk, she spoke into the intercom system. "Bess, send a couple of women to look
through the ship, room by room, with astretcher. Make sure dl the men are down here.” She
remembered Reno. " Sparks, heard anything from Reno? Is he back?

Sparks replied weakly after alag. "Thelast | heard from Reno wasacdl thismorning. He wasraving
about mirrors, and Pat Mead's folks not being real people, just carbon copies, and claiming he was
crazy; and | should send him the psychiatrist. | thought he was kidding. He didn't call back."

"Thanks, Sparks." Reno was dead.

Max dialed and spoke gasping over the phone. "Are you okay up there? Forget about engineering
controls. Drop everything and head for the tanks while you can still walk. If your tank's not done, lie
down next to it."

June went back to the work table and whispered into her own phone. "Bess, send up a stretcher for
Max. He looks pretty bad."

There had to be asolution. The life tanks could sustain lifein adamaged body, encouraging it to
regrow more rapidly, but they merely dowed death aslong as the disease was not checked. The
postponement could not last long, for destruction could go on steadily in the tanks until the nutritive
solution would hold no life except the triumphant microscopic killersthat caused melting sickness.

Therewere very few red blood corpusclesin the microscope field now, incredibly few. She tipped
the microscope and they began to drift, spinning dowly. A lone corpuscle floated through the center. She
watched it asthe current swept it in an arc and past the dim off-focus bulk of the leucocyte. Therewasa
sweep of motion and it vanished.

For amoment it meant nothing to her; then shelifted her head from the microscope and looked
around. Max sat at his desk, head in hand, hisrumpled short black hair sticking out between hisfingersat
odd angles. A pencil and a pad scrawled with formulas lay on the desk before him. She could see his
concentration in therigid set of his shoulders. He was ill thinking; he had not given up.

"Max, | just saw aleucocyte grab ared blood corpuscle. It was unbelievably fast."

"Leukemia," muttered Max without moving. "Galoping leukemiayet! That comes under the heading
of cancer. Well, that's part of the answer. It might be al we need." He grinned feebly and readied for the
speaker sat. "Anybody Hill on hisfeet inthere?' he muttered into it, and the question was amplified to a
booming voice throughout the ship. "Hd, are you ill going? Look, Hal, change dl the dids, change the
dids, set them to degp melt and regeneration. One week. Thisislike leukemia Got it? Thisislike
leukemia"

Junerose. It wastime for her to take over the job. She leaned across his desk and spoke into the
speaker system. "Doctor Walton talking,” she said. "Thisisto thewomen. Don't let any of the men work
any more; they'll kill themselves. Seethat they dl go into the tanks right away. Set the tank dialsfor deep
regeneration. Y ou can see how from the onesthat are set.”

Two exhausted and frightened women clattered in the doorway with astretcher. Their hands were
scratched and oily from helping to set up tanks.

"That order includesyou,” shetold Max sternly and caught him as he swayed.

Max saw the stretcher bearers and struggled upright. " Ten more minutes: he said clearly. "Might think
of anidea. Something not right in this setup. | have to figure how to prevent arelapse, how the thing
darted.”

He knew more bacteriology than she did; she had to help him think. She motioned the bearersto
wait, fixed a breathing mask for Max from acylinder of CO, and one of oxygen. Max went back to his



desk.

She waked up and down, trying to think, remembering the hamsters. The melting sSckness, it was
cdled. Mdting. She struggled with an impulse to open atank which held one of the men. She wanted to
look in, seeif that would explain the name.

Mdlting Sickness. .

Footsteps came and Pat Mead stood uncertainly in the doorway. Tall, handsome, rugged, a pioneer.

"Anything | can do?' he asked.

She barely looked at him. "Y ou can stay out of our way. We're busy.”

"I'd liketo help,” he said.

"Very funny." Shewasvicious, enjoying the whip of her words. "Every man isdying becauseyourea
carrier, and you want to help.”

He stood nervoudy clenching and unclenching hishands. A guinea pig, maybe. I'mimmune. All the
Meads are.”

"Go away." God, why couldn't she think? What makes aMead immune?

"Aw, let im adone" Max muttered. "Pat hasn't done anything.” He went waveringly to the
microscope, took atiny diver from hisfinger, suspended it in adide and dipped it under the lenswith
detached habitud dexterity. " Something funny going on," he said to June. "' Symptoms don't fed right.”

After a moment he straightened and motioned for her to look. "L eucocytes, phagocytes—" Hewas
bewildered. "My own—"

Shelooked in, and then looked back at Pat in a growing wave of horror. "They're not your own,
Max!" she whispered.

Max rested a hand on the table to brace himsdlf, put his eye to the microscope, and looked again.
June knew what he saw. Phagocytes, leucocytes, attacking and devouring histissuesin agrowing
incredible horde, multiplying insandly.

Not his phagocytes! Pat Meads! The Meads evolved cdls had learned too much. They were
contagious. And Pat Mead's.. . . How much alike were the Meads?. . . Mead cdlls contagious from one
to another, not adisease attacking or being fought, but acting as normal leucocytesin whatever body they
werein! Theleucocytes of tal, red-headed people, finding no strangenessin the bloodstream of any of
thetall, red-headed people. No Strangeness.. . A toti-potent leucocyte finding itsway into cellular
wombs.

Thewomblikelife tanks. For the men of the Explorer, aweek's cure with deep melting to
de-differentiate the leucocytes and turn them back to normdl tissue, then regrowth and reforming from the
cdlsthat were there. From the cellsthat were there. From the cells that were there. . .

“Pat, the germs are your cdllgl"

Crazily, Pat began to laugh, his face twisted with sudden understanding. "1 understand. | getit. 'ma
contagious persondity. That'sfunny, isn't it?

Max rose suddenly from the microscope and lurched. Pat caught him as hefdl, and the bewildered
stretcher hearers carried him out to the tanks.

For aweek June tended the tanks. The other women volunteered to help, but she refused. She said
nothing, hoping her guesswould not be true.

"Iseverything dl right?' ElSe asked her anxioudy.

"How isLen coming dong?' Elsie looked haggard and worn, like al the women, from doing the
work that the men had always done, and their own work too.

"He'sfine" June said tonelesdy, shutting tight the door of the tank room. "They'redl fine."

"That'sgood," Else said, but shelooked more frightened than before.

June firmly locked the tank room door and the girl went away.

The other women had been listening, and now they wandered back to their jobs, unsatisfied by
June's answer, but not daring to ask for the truth. They were there whenever June went into the tank
room, and they were still there—or relieved by others, June was not sure—when she came out. And



aways some one of them asked the unvarying question for al the others, and June gave the unvarying
answer. But she kept the key. No woman but hersalf knew what was going on in the life tanks.

Then the day of completion came. Junetold no one of the hour. She went into the room as on the
other days, locked the door behind her, and there was the nightmare again. Thistime it wasredity and
she wandered down a path between long rows of coffin-like tanks, caling, "Maxi Max!" slently and
looking into each one asiit opened.

But each face she looked at was the same. Watching them dissolve and regrow in the nutrient
solution, she had only been able to guess at the honor of what was happening. Now she knew.

They were dl the same lean-boned, blond-skinned face, with a pin-feather growth of reddish down
on cheeks and scalp. All horribly—and handsomely—the same.

A medicdl kit lay cardlesdy on the floor beside Max's tank. She stood near the bag. "Max," she said,
and found her throat closing. The canned voice of the mechanica gpparatus mocked her, speaking glibly
about waking and ditting up. "I'm sorry, Max .. ."

The tall man with rugged features and bright blue eyes sat up deepily and lifted an eyebrow at her,
and ran his hand over hisred-fuzzed head in a gesture of bewilderment. "What's the matter, June? he
asked drowslly.

She gripped hisarm. "Max—"

He compared the rdlative Sze of hisarm with her hand and said wonderingly, "Y ou shrank."

"I know, Max. | know."

Heturned his head and looked at hisarms and legs, pale blond arms and legs with a down of red
hair. He touched the thick left arm, squeezed a pinch of hard flesh. "It isn't mine," he said, surprised. "But
| canfed it."

Watching hisface was like watching a stranger mimicking and distorting Max's expressons. Max in
fear. Max trying to understand what had happened to him, looking around at the other men Sitting up in
their tanks. Max feding the terror that wasin hersdf and al the men asthey stared at themselves and
their friends and saw what they had become.

"Wereall Pat Mead," he said harshly. "All the Meads are Pat Mead. That's why he was surprised to
see people who didn't [ook like himsdlf."

"Yes Max."

"Max," herepeated. "It'sme, dl right. The nervous system didn't change. His new blue eyesheld
hers."I'm meingde. Do you love me, June?'

But she couldn't know yet. She had loved Max with the thin, ironic face, the rumpled black hair and
the twisted smile that never redly hid his quick sympathy. Now he was Pat Mead. Could he also be
Max?"Of coursel Hill loveyou, darling.”

Hegrinned. It was il thewry smile of Max, though fitting strangely on the handsome new blond
face. "Then it isn't so bad. It might even be pretty good. | envied him this big, muscular body. If Pat or
any of these Meads so much aslooks at you, I'm going to knock his block off. Now | candoit.”

She laughed and couldn't stop. It wasn't that funny. But it was till Max, trying to be unafraid,
drawing on humor. Maybe the rest of the men would also be their old selves, enough so the women
would not fed that their men were strangers.

Behind her, ma e voices spoke characterigtica ly. She did not have to turn to know which was which:
"Thisisoneway to keep aguy from steding your girl," that was Len Marlow; "I've got to write down
reactions,” Hal Barton; "Now | can redly work that hillsde vein of metd: S. Clair. Then others
complaining, swearing, laughing bitterly at thetrick that had been played on them and their flirting,
tempted women. She knew who they were. Their women would know them apart too.

"Well go outside," Max said. "Y ou and |. Maybe the shock won't be so bad to the women after they
seeme"" Hepaused. "Y ou didn't tell them, did your

"I couldn'. | wasn't sure. —was hoping | waswrong.”

She opened the door and closed it quickly. There was asmall crowd on the other side.

"Hdlo, Pat," Elsesaid uncertainly, trying to look past them into the tank room before the door shut.



"I'm not Pat, I'm Max," said the tall man with the blue eyes and the fuzz-reddened skull. "Listen—"

"Good heavens, Pat, what happened to your hair?' Sheila asked.

"I'm Max," ind sted the man with the handsome face and the sharp blue eyes. "Don't you get it? I'm
Max Stark. The mdting sicknessis Mead cells. We caught them from Pat. They adapted usto Minos.
They dso changed usdl into Pat Mead."

The women stared at him, at each other. They shook their heads.

"They don't understand,” June said. "1 couldn't haveif | hadn't seen it happening, Max."

"It'sPat," said Sheila, dazedly stubborn. "He shaved off hishair. It's some kind of joke"

Max shook her shoulders, glaring down at her face. "I'm Max. Max Stark. They al look like me. Do
you hear? It'sfunny, but it's not ajoke. Laugh for us, for God's sakel™

"It'stoo much," said June. "They'll haveto see"

She opened the door and let them in. They hurried past her to the tanks, looking at forty-six identical
blond faces, beginning to call in frightened voices.

"Jerry!"

"Harry!"

"Lee, where are you, Sweetheart—"

June shut the door on the voices that were growing hysterica, the women terrified and helpless, the
men shouting to et the women know who they were.

"Itisn't easy," said Max, looking down at his own thick muscles. "But you aren't changed and the
other girlsarent. That helps.”

Through the muffled noise and hysteria, abell wasringing.

"It'stheairlock,” Junesaid.

Peering in the viewplate were nine Meads from Alexandria. To al gppearances, eight of them were
Pat Mead at various ages, from fifteen to fifty, and the other was a handsome, leggy, red-headed girl who
could have been hissigter.

Regretfully, they explained through the voice tube that they had waked over from Alexandriato bring
news that the plane pilot had contracted melting sickness there and had died.

They wanted to comein.

June and Max told them to wait and returned to the tank room. The men were enjoying their new
height and strength, and the women were bewilderedly learning that they could tell one Pat Mead from
another by voice, by gesture of face or hand. The panic was gone. In its place was acceptance of the
fantagtic Stuation.

Max called for attention. " There are nine Meads outsde who want to come in. They have different
names, but they're dl Pat Mead."

They frowned or looked blank, and George Barton asked, "Why didn't you let them in? | don't see
any problem.”

"One of them,” said Max soberly, "isagirl. Patricia Mead. The girl wantsto comein.”

Therewas along silence while the implication settled to the fear center of the women's minds. Shella
the beautiful felt it first. She cried, "No! Please don't let her in!" Therewasred fright in her tone and the
women caught it quickly.

Elseclung to Len, begging, "Y ou don't want me to change, do you, Len? Y ou like metheway | am!
Tdl meyou do!"

The other girls backed away. It wasillogica, but it was human. Junefdt terror rising in herself. She
held up her hand for quiet, and presented the necessity to the group.

"Only haf of uscanleave Minos," she said. "The men cannot est ship food; they've been conditioned
to this planet. We women can go, but we would have to go without our men. We can't go outside
without contagion, and we can't pend the rest of our livesin quarantine insde the ship. George Barton is
right—thereisno problem.”

"But we'd be changed!" Sheilaghrilled. "I don't want to become aMead! | don't want to be

somebody else!™



Sheranto theinner wall of the corridor. There was a brief hesitation, and then, one by one, the
women fled to that sde, until there were only Bess, June and four otherseft.

"Seel" cried Shella. "A vote! Wecan't et thegirl in!"

No one spoke. To change, to be someone e se—the ideawas strange and horrifying. The men stood
uneasly glancing at each other, asif looking into mirrors, and against thewall of the corridor the women
watched in fear and huddled together, staring at the men. One man in forty-seven poses. One of them
made a beseeching move toward Elsie and she shrank away.

"No, Len! | won't let you change me!"

Max dirred restlesdy, the ironic smile that made his new face his own unconscioudy twigting into a
grimace of pity. "We men can't leave, and you women can't stay,” he said bluntly. "Why not |et Patricia
Mead in. Get it over with!"

Junetook asmal mirror from her belt pouch and studied her own face, aware of Max taking
forcefully, the men standing silent, the women pleading. Her face ... her own face with its dark-blue eyes,
small nose, long mohilelips. . . the mind and the body are inseparable; the shape of afaceis part of the
mind. She put the mirror back.

"I'd kill mysdlf!" Sheilawas sobbing. "1'd rather die!"

"Youwon't die" Max was saying. "Can't you see there's only one solution—"

They werelooking a Max. June stepped silently out of the tank room, and then turned and went to
the airlock. She opened the valvesthat would let in Pat Mead's Sister.

BRAIN WIPE

Freedom needs a choice of dark and light, hot and cold, sweet and sour. It can't be chosen for
you. Deprive a protected child of choice and he'll come out of that sugared death with hatred and
madness, fighting any warm touch as a return of that smothering blanket of protection. "Better to
be the master of hell than a slave in heaven,” said Lucifer, the most radiant of angels, and he was
burned for it.

"Then | do have acongtitutiona privilege to refuse truth drugs and lie detector equipment?' The
teener sat in the polygraph chair with ablood pressure cuff on one arm. Dias wavered and jumped as he
talked.

Thelawyer on his case answered briskly, without Smplifying.

"Without areasonable confesson to direct a Verifying investigation, the investigation might teke
weeksinstead of afew hours. The cost of the investigation comes off your personal medica insurance,
which otherwise would be available to you, if convicted and brainwiped, as arehabilitation fund of twenty
thousand dollars.”

Thekid squirmed.

"Y ou make condtitutiona rightsvery, very, very expensve. Isamedica excuse cheaper? Can |
refuse truth drugs and gadgets because of medica disability?' The didsregistered faster breathing, faster
heartbesat, higher blood pressure. His voice became more high pitched and rapid as he asked the
question.

"What isyour medical reason?' asked the doctor.

"I was conditioned physicaly to refuse drugs. If | accepted any drug | might go into nauses,
convulsions or shock, or dlergy, acute alergy.” He seemed short of breath. The unrolling graph of
heartbeat and breathing registered his breathing as rapid and shallow, his heartbeat quick. A traumatic
drop in the GSR registered extreme uncontrolled emotion. The polygraph attendant pointed at it, and the
doctor nodded, and made a delaying gesture.

"Who conditioned you?'

"My father." A sudden jump in the blood pressure reading indicated either alie or abad jolt from a

panful memory.



"How? The doctor watched the readings climb, still holding the polygraph operator back from
protest. The blood: pressure began to drop, but the pulse increased.

"Electro shock. Please. | don't like this equipment touching . . . " Thekid'svoicetraled off. Hewas
pale, dmost light green, with a sweat-shiny face. His hands clutched the arms of the chair.

"He's going into shock, B.P. below normd limits. Okay, unhook him and take him into the
lying-down room. And leave him done. Don't bother him.”

The doctor watched while the police attendants took the kid away.

They spoke after the door shut. "What do you say, Doctor?" asked the lawyer. "When can we
Question”?’

The doctor shook his head negatively.

"With an e ectric shock traumain his background, don't expect much lie detecting out of the police
polygraph. It's going to show wild joltswhenever he noticesit. It probably reminds him of electric shock
conditioning. And he might have been conditioned to aphysicd alergy againgt sedetive drugs. Any
injection of truth serum might put him into alergic shock.”

"Why should we question him?" asked the data coordinator for the Larry Rubashov case. "He'sa
nervous kid, and he's had atiring crazy day. Some of his assistants have confessed. We have his|etter
and fingerprints. We aready have enough on him to classify him apsychopath or a sociopath and wipe
him anyhow."

The lawyer protested. "It isagood formality, agood protection of rightsto have afree, verified
confession firgt before any lega punishment or medical action.”

"Not if it endangersthe hedlth of your client, surdly,™ protested the psychologist. "We don't redly
need the confession. Thejuvenileis obvioudy some sort of psychopath, perhaps hell even turn out to
have psychotic delusions. We don't even need the lega conviction of crime sto commit him to medica
trestment. Hessick."

"Wed havethelega conviction anyhow, without any confession,” said the data coordinator from the
crimina detection divison. "We measure the files of vandalizing and sabotage charges againgt him by the
pound, not theinch. Y ou don't think aquestioning is going to prove your client innocent?’

The lawyer shrugged. "It'smy job to think they are dl innocent. Okay, |et's pass up the questioning.
Feed your case records into the computer and seeiif it reads out guilty. Let's get thisover with."

The small group, doctor, lawyer, psychologi<t, re cords chief, walked three doors down the hal to
the small forma courtroom with itslegally trained computer operator, sworn to do justice.

Larry Rubashov was curled up in fetal position on the couch in the quiet room. He expected to be
forced to Sit in the ectric-looking equipment in the confession room, have it wired to him, and answer
questions shouted at him by adult enemies.

He curled up tighter, looking for an unconsciousness too deep for fear.

Larry Rubashov, conditioned to obedience by Pavlovian methods since infancy.

"Gotobed, Lary."

Thebig easy chair giveshim adight shock. He turns the pages on his picture book to find the end of
the story. Quickly turn to the last page. The chair gives him aharder shock, awarning tingle.

"Yes, mother." It turns off. He reads the last page. A happy ending. All endings are happy.

The cold warning buzz of dectricity envelops his hands. He jumps out of the chair. "Right away,
Momma."

Shewaitsto see him go up the stairs, the control keyboard in her hands. He runsto the kitchen, out
the back door. It is cold outside, cold against his bare feet. Grey moonlit desert liesflat to the foothills,
and dark mountains loom against the sky.

Neighbors houses, tool sheds, garages. Can't deep out in this, weather, you get numb, and can't run
when they find you. The neighbors would not take himin. If he knocked at their kitchen door, they would
just cdll hisfather. Hed tried that two times last year. They would take him in and pretend they were



going to hide him, and they would cdl his home and hisfather would come for him with the shock stick.

Larry climbed the trellis beside the back door. It was like awhite ladder to the roof. He was terrified
of each rustle, expecting shocks from the touch of the rose leaves.

But there were no shocks from nature. He reached the roof, padded acrossit in his bare feet,
climbed in hiswindow and into hisroom.

Inhisroom, Larry listened to his mother calling, looking for him. The bed iswired for shocks. He
avoidsit, pullsablanket from the closet, and goesto deep under the bed. They can't find him when they
don't know where heis. There are never any shocks when heisin an unusud place.

Two hours of secure deep, deep deep, happy deep, sure that they do not know where heis. ..

"LARRY!" A roar in the doorway of the dark room. The black silhouetted figure of hisfather
ganding with the shock stick in hishand, roaring inrage. "Larry!"

"Yes, Father." He put his head out, blinking, not yet afraid. It was wonderful not to be afraid.
Perhaps the world had changed and there was nothing to be afraid of.

"Come out from under the bed!”

"Y es, Father." He crawled out and lined himsdlf up in front of hisfather, looking at hiswaist and belt
buckle.

Suddenly it was anightmare out of his deeptime nightmares. A black shadow-father stood againgt the
light with many octopus arms. Larry forced himself to look at the redl facein the dark shadow. It wasa
human face, not amongter. It looked like a person who could listen, and smile. Hisfather listened and
smiled with vigitors. It was possible to make that face smile by something other than robotlike obedience.
Larry had just not discovered the trick yet. Even strangers knew how, they did not obey, and yet he
amiled at them. It must be easy. When you are six and seven many things which seemed hard at first
become easy later. Some day the octopus would change into the smiling kind man.

"Larry—" Now hisfather used the gentle, reasoning tones that were most dangerous. "Y our mother
told you to go to bed. Y ou must obey your mother.”

The probe was astick with agold knob on the ground end and batteriesin the handle. The gold
knob gave the shocks.

"I went to bed, right away.” Larry made an effort and spoke clearly, without any expression. Other
times, when his answers had been whining or unclear, hisfather had used the stick.

The big dark figure said, ™Y ou were missing. We want you to have good deep habits. Y ou must go
to bed and get your deep at regular hours so you can grow tip to be astrong man.”

When | ama strong man | will kill you. "1 went to bed and | went to deep. | am healthy. | know
you want meto be hedthy." Larry articulated the words perfectly, knowing hisfather liked alogica
discusson.

"Don't argue.”

Larry twitched and winced, but only the words had given aremembered shock. Thistime the probe
had not touched him. He watched it, waiting.

"Y ou did not go up the stairs and into bed.”

Larry thought logicaly, remembering words. "She said, go to bed. She didn't say by the gairs. She
didn't say into bed."

The gtick camefor him, swift asagtriking snake. It was al nightmare without reason. Thinking could
not help.

Silently, hisface set in the scream of terror, the child ducked and began to run around the room. The
running was as mindless as atrapped bird flying againg walls. Hetried to climb into a three-dimensiona
picture of Tolkien'sMiddle; Earth. Hetried to crawl into an air conditioner. He hid in the closet.

Satisfied that the boy could not escape, hisfather stood outside the closet, jabbing the stick in until it
contacted something that moved, and then squeezing the voltage regulator in the handle.

"Y ou must obey your mother," he said with each squeeze. "Obey your mother!" He squeezed hard
because he was angry. He had been worried.

In the quiet waiting room outside the confession cell at the police wing of the hospitd, a



fifteen-year-old Larry Rubashov awoke, forgetting amemory, forgetting adream, but with afedling of
strong decison strengthening al the previous decisions that had guided hislife. He sat up on the couch
and shut hiseyesto recapture theidea. A poem was escaping into dreams.

WHEN YOU TOUCH THROUGH A MACHINE, TOUCH ISLOST.

WHEN YOU THINK THROUGH A MACHINE, THE VOICE ISLOST.

Life does not transmit through meta. A parent punisheswith his hand to shape a child to the ways of
the world, to make him safe, to give him strength to know the rules and conquer the world. Touch me
with your hand, Father.

All thinking done for you by amachineis counterfeit. All action done by amachinefor you is
counterfet. Itisnot done by you, it isonly pretended. Like the daves who sang for kings who could not
sng, when they finish the song is gone and never was. Like the daves who battled beastsfor citizenswho
could not fight. A watched event isano-event. It did not happen.

Larry got up wearily and put his head out the door, "1 have to write something. Get me apen and
some paper.” They did.

Hewrote.

"Everyone who reads, hear this.

Know that civilization is founded on a hallucination.

When you watch a gladiator, you are not a gladiator. When you fly in a plane, you have not
flown in the air. When you put a problem through a computer, you are not intelligent, you are not
wise,

In your heart of hearts you make believe you are the gladiator you command, and by this
psychosis, borrow pride and store up a great locked debt of self-contempt. The coffers of their
contempt for their own lives are filled and bulging. They are terminal, and like a doctor
diagnosing terminal cancer, | will terminate them.

If you still owe your allegiance to a machine instead of your own heart and glands and sight
and touch, you are robot extensions of a machine—you touch with steel fingertips—you are not
alive. | will terminate you all."

He handed it back to them. "My latest statement.

"Insane. Mega omania, parancia, homicidd."

"No confession needed.”

"Wipe"

They sent in the man who was supposed to make sure the convicted persons thought of the thingsthe
authoritieswanted wiped. "Tdl him to think of hisreasonsto commit the crime,” they ingtructed. "Get him
afraid of us. Get him hating cops.”

But the man had hislittle game he played with the prisoners, he added extra things for them to think
of, to seeif those wiped too.

He came in with abroom to where the kid sat propped in a chair, tied with a Straitjacket, shot with a
substance that brings on fear and another substance that makes thought excited, circling on itself,
elaborating ideas. The man amiled at thekid.

"They think | just camein to sweep. They don't notice what room | go into, the fools. Look kid, the
next few minutes will be tough. Some people scream, but remember, just hang on to your name,
remember your name, and remember why you did it, and remember all the reasons you have to hate
those bastards. 1've seen people come through hanging on to everything, remembering everything.
Afterward, pretend you don't remember athing, okay?' he winked and went out, carrying his broom. He
put his head back in. "They aren't watching the hall. Hang on, remember your name." Hewinked again.

Thekid stared at the blank white door asit swung shut. He could not move. The Straitjacket was
tight, hislegs were fastened together; electric wires had been taped to histemplesto nudge with subtle
amplifying currentsthe norma thoughts. A chemica fear hammered in his bloodstream, and did not reach
hismind.

My nameisLarry. | will show them that nothing they can try will work. Whatever obedience they



expect from orders and punishment they will not get. Nothing can imprison the free mind and the free
spirit. FREE ...

That thought was oddly loud and vibrating. He stopped as if something had shouted in his head.
Chemica fear shivered in hisblood. He remembered theinjection. It is the injected chemical, not me.

If you; hang on to your purposes you will not forget your name. My nameis Larry Rubashov. | am
free. A machine like the one they have fastened to my head can do nothing to me. Electric shock has
failed with me. My father tried it. (But he never shocked mein the head.) SHOCK. That thought was
amost ashock, almost real shock. It'strying to repeet. It'sred. Think away from it. Get away.

My nameisLary. | will show them that rules cannot imprison afree spirit. We must dl fight
obedience and become dive again. The enforcers do not know that inside each puppet who obeysisa
free spirit trying to escape. Escape free spirits, | will show them that &l rules can be disobeyed and the
world be better off for it. Burning FREE SHOCK FEAR ESCAPE. Stop!

Burning. My own idess are burning. Hot white bright too much. Spinning. Freedom FREEDOM
RESIST RESIST HURTS BURNS RESIST BURNS WHITE. Stop, Father, please, pain doesn't work,
electricity doesn't work, love would work. STOP! | WON'T OBEY. THINKING BURNSWHITE
SPINS. I'M LARRY .STOP DON'T HURT ME. WHITE BLANK BURNING.

Who areyou? | don't know.

What isyour name?

| don't know.

What isyour father's name?

| have no father. Who do you love?

No one.

Who do you hate?

No one.

Wheredo you live?

Here.

"Thisisare-training schoal. Y our nameis David. Take your thumb out of your mouth, David. We
don't crawl in thisschool, we stand up.”

THE MISSING MAN

If the title of this story seems familiar, it's because a somewhat revised version was
incorporated, along with several other connected stories, into a novel of the same name a few
years ago. What you read here, however, is the unaltered original that deservedly took the honors
when the member ship of Ms. MacLean's fellow professionals in the Science Fiction Writers of
America voted it their coveted "Nebula" award for the best novella length story of the year.
Unfortunately Ms. MacLean is not as well known among the general S readership assheis
among her colleaguesin the field — primarily because the time she takes to finely craft her stories
prevents her output from being voluminous enough to keep her name constantly before the
average fan's admittedly short attention span and also because her personal habits are sufficiently
reclusive to prevent her from making the kind of psychological splash with which some of the
mor e outgoing genre writers impress themsel ves indelibly on the mind.

—Hank Sine

“YOU ARE NOT ALONE" announced the sign, flashing neon red in the dark sky. Peoplein thefree
mixed streets looked up and saw it asthey walked back from work. It glowed red behind them in the
sky asthey entered the gates of their own Kingdoms; their own incorporated small countries and their
own lawsinside their gates They changed into their own strange costumes, perhaps light armor, and
tourneyed, tilting lances againgt each other, winning ladies. Or in another Kingdom, with a higher wall
around its enclosed blocks of city, the strange lotteries and rites of the Aztec sadist cult, or thesmple



poverty and friendliness of the Brotherhood Love Communes. They were not aone.

Nonconformists who could not choose, asuitable conformity lived in the mixed public areas, went to
mixing parties, wondering and seeking. Seeking whom? To join with to do what? Returning from the
parties late and done, they passed the smaler signsflashing red in the store windows.

YOU ARE NOT ALONE

Find your own Kind, Find your own Hobby.

Find your own Mate, Find your own Kingdom.

Use"Harmony" Persondity Diagnosis and Matching Service.

Carl Hodgeswas aone. lie stood in a deserted and ruined section of the city and saw the red glow of
the sgn reflecting againgt the foggy air of the sky of New Y ork, blinking on and off likethelight of a
flickering red flame. He knew what the glow said. Y ou are not aone.

He shut his eyes, and tearstrickled from under his closed eydids. Damn the day he had learned to do
time track. He could remember and return to Susanne, he could even see the moment of the surfboard
and hisgirl traveling down the front dope of a danted wave front, even see the nose of the board catch
again under the ripple, the wave heaving the board tip, up and over, and whipping down edgefirgt like an
ax. He knew how to return for pleasure to past events, but now he could not stop returning. It happened
again before his eyes, over and over. Think about something else!

"Crying again, Pops?' said ayoung insolent voice. A hand pushed two tablets againgt his mouth.
"Here, happy pills. Nothing to cry about. It'sagood world."

Obediently Carl Hodges took the pillsinto his mouth and swallowed.

Soon memory and grief would stop hurting and go away. Think about something else. Work? No, he
should be a work, on the job instead of vacationing, living with runaway children. Think about fun things.

It was possible that he was a prisoner, but he did not mind. Around him collecting in the dark, stood
the crowd of runaway children and teen-agersin strange mixed costumes from many communes across
the United States. They had told him that they had run away from the Kingdoms and odd customs of
their parents, hating the Brotherhood, and conformity, and sameness of the adults they had been forced
to livewith by the law that |et incorporated villages educate their own children within thewalls.

Theteeners had told him that al ruleswere evil, that al customswere neuratic repetition, that fear
was aredtriction, that practicality was arestriction, and mercy was arestriction.

Hetold himsdf they were children, in apassing phase of rebelion.

The pill effect began to swirl inarosy fog of pleasureinto hismind. He remembered fun. "Did | tell
you," he muttered to the runaway teener gang that held him as a prisoner-guest, "about the last game of
Futures | played with Ronny? It was ten-thirty, late work, so when we finished we disconnected the big
computer from its remote controls and started to play City Chess. We had three minor maintenance
errors as our only three moves. He wiped out my haf of the city, by starting an earthquake from a
refrigerator failurein alunchroom. It wiped out al the power plant crew with food poisoning, and the
Croton power plant blew up dong afault line. That was cheating because he couldn't prove the fault line.
| wiped out histechnocratsin Brooklyn Dome just by reversing the polarity on the air-conditioning
machine. It'sagood thing our games aren't real. Everyone iswiped out totally by the end of agood

game”

A blond kid who seemed to be the leader stepped forward and took Carl Hodges arm, leading him
back toward his cdllar room. "Y ou started to tell me about it, but tell me again. I'm very interested. I'd
like to study Maintenance Prediction as acareer. What does reversing the leads on the air-conditioning
machine do to destroy aplace?’

"It changesthe smdll of theair,” said Carl Hodges, the missing man who knew too much. "You
wouldn't think that would make alot of difference, would you?'

Since June 3, every detective the police could spare had been out looking for amissing computerman



who had been last seen babbling about waysto destroy New Y ork City.

Judd Odow, Chief of Rescue Squad, sounded excited on the phone. ™Y our anti-chance scoreis out
of sght, George. | want you to guessfor uswhere Carl Hodgesis and give us another hit likethe first
three. I'm not supposed to send my men after Carl Hodges, it's not my department, but that's my neck on
the block, not yours. Brace yourself to memorize adescription.”

"Sure." George made ready to visualize aman.

"Carl Hodges, twenty-nine years old, ahundred and forty pounds, five feet nineinchestall, brown
hair, hazdl eyes."

George visualized someone shorter and thinner than himself. He remembered some short underweight
men who were always ready to fight to prove they were bigger.

"Hisjob isassstant coordinator of computer automation city services,” read Judd Odow.

"What'sthat?' George wanted to get the fedl of Carl Hodges job.

"Glorified maintenance man for the city, the brainsfor al the maintenance and repair teams. He uses
the computer to predict wear and accidents and lightning strikes and floods that break down phone lines,
power and water lines and he sends repair teams to strengthen the things before they are stressed so they
don't break. He preventstrouble.”

"Oh." George thought: Carl Hodges will be proud of hisjob. He won't want to be bigger. "How does
he act with hisfriends? How does he fed 7'

"Wait for the rest.” Judd read, "Hobbies are chess, minimax and surfing. No commune. Few friends.
Onegirl who met with afata accident when they were on alovetrip last month. He's not happy. Hewas
last seen at a Stranger'sintroduction party, Thirty-sixth Street and Eighth. He might have been spaced out
on drugs, or he might have been psychatic, because he was reported as mumbling continuoudy on a
dangerous subject he was usually careful to keep quiet about.”

"What subject?’

"Secret.”

“Why?

"Panic"

"Oh." George restrained his natura anger a being confronted with a secret, and remembered an
excuse for the authorities. Panic, or any other group stimulation that could send many people
unexpectedly in the same direction, could cause destructive crowding and clogging in the walkways and
transportation. People could get jammed in, pushed, trampled, suffocated. In acity of tremendous
population and close and immediate access to everything, safety from crowding was based on agood
scatter of differences, with some people wanting to be in one place and othersin another, keeping them
thinly spread. Sometimes the authorities kept secrets, or managed the news to prevent interesting things
from pulling dangerous jammed crowds into one place

The Chief of Rescue Squad got the TV connection to the public phone turned on, and let George
look at a photograph of the missing man. A wiry undersized scholar with a compressed mouth and
expressonless eyes. George tried to tune in by pretending it was his own face in the mirror. Staring into
itseyes, hefdtlondy.

He started by going to the Stranger's introduction party. He followed hisimpulses, pretending to be
Carl Hodges. He wandered the city closaly on thetrail of Carl Hodges, but he did not fed it with any
confidence, because he thought that thetrail of feelingsthat urged him from one place to another were his
own londy fedings and sad thoughts. After he was given afew bad eventsto be sad about, he was sure
it was his own mood.

George woke at dawn and watched pink sunlight touch the bushes along the top of a building so they
brightened up like candle flames on the top of abirthday cake. He lay with his eyes open and watched
while the light brightened and the pink faded. Crickets sang and creaked in the deep grass and bending
tall grasstickled againg hisface.

Helay 4ill, feding the kind of aches you get from being kicked. There were alot of aches. The



teener gang that had attacked him had even put chain bruises on hislegs. They had not been trying to kill
him, only to warn him againgt trespassing again.

But George gtill felt strange and without friends. Usudly he could join any group. Usudly he could be
anybody's friend. Was he forgetting how to be buddy with strangers? The teeners had left him on the
sdewalk tied in aridiculous knot with fingers and toes hooked together by Chinese finger trap tubes. He
had worked hisfingersfree, and walked down to his girl friend's Brotherhood L ove Commune to deep.
Hefdt strange and inferior, and hoped no one would look at him, when he entered the commune. The
brothersin the front rooms said he was giving out bad vibes, and upsetting an important group
meditation, and they gave him acup of teaand put him out with his deeping bag.

Four A.M., wondering what he was doing wrong, he went to deep in a shape-hiding shadow in the
grass belt opposite the Rescue Squad midtown headquarters. Now awakened again by dawn, hefdlt his
bruises and felt sad and unsuccessful. He had wandered through many placesin the city the night before,
but he had not found Carl Hodges. The computerman was still an unlucky prisoner somewhere.

By the time the sun was high, George was going across George Washington Bridge the hard way, on
the undergtruts, clinging with bare hands and fet, clambering up and down dopes of girders and cables,
sometimes sitting and watching the sun sparkle on the water more than ahundred feet below while huge
shipswent dowly by, seeming liketoys.

Thewind blew againg his skin, warm sometimes rind sometimes cold and foggy. He watched a cloud
shadow drift up from the south along theriver. It darkened the spires of tal buildings, became atraveling
idand of dark bluein the light blue of theriver, approached and widened, and then there was cool
shadow across the bridge for long moments while George looked up and watched a dark cotton cloud
pass between him and the sun.

The cloud left and the light blazed. George looked away, dots of darknessin front of hiseyes, and
watched the cloud shadow climb agiant cliff to the west and disappear over the top. He started picking
hisway along adowndope of girder, moving carefully because the dazzle of sun dotswas gill ingde his
eyes, dancing between hisvison and the girders. Overhead the steady rumble of traffic passng aong the
roadway was afaraway and soothing sound.

A gull in the distance flapped upward through the air toward him. It found an updraft and drifted with
it, wings spread and motionless, then paused in front of him, floating, awhite beautiful set of wings, a
sardonic cynica head with downcurved mouth and expressionless ingpecting eyes.

George was tempted to reach out and grab. He shifted to the grip of one hand on the cross strut and
hooked one knee over a bar.

The gull tilted thetips of hiswings and floated upward and back, alittle farther out of reach in the
sky, but dill temptingly close.

George decided that he was not stupid enough to let agull trick him into faling off the bridge.

The gull danted and did sideways down along invisible dope of air and squaled, "Creee. Hahaha
ha Hahaha . ." inaraucous gull laugh. George hoped he would come back and make friends, but he
had never heard of anyone making friendswith agull. He climbed on toward the New Jersey shore,
going up and down dopes of girders, found a stedl ladder fastened to the Side and climbed it straight up
to apaint locker and atelephone. He dialed Rescue Squad, and asked for Judd Odlow.

"Chief, I'm tired of taking avacation.”

"This morning Ahmed reported you walked like a cripple. How late did you work last night?”

"Threa-thirty.

"Find any cluesto Carl Hodges?'

"Not exactly." George looked at the far, high planes and helicopters buzzing through the blue sky. He
did not fed like discussing thefailure of last night.

"Where are you now?"

"In apainter's crow's nest on George Washington Bridge."

"Climbing George Washington Bridgeisyour ideaof arest'?’

"It'saway from people. | like climbing."

"Okay, your choice. You are near Presbyterian Medical Center. Report to the Rescue Squad station



there and fill out some reports oil what you've been doing al week. Some of the things you've been
doing, we would probably liketo pay you-for. Theinformation girl therewill help you fill out the forms.
Youll like her, George. She doesn't mind paper work. Let her help you.”

Ahmed Kosavakats, George's superior and childhood friend, was ready to admit defeat. He had
reasoned in trying to find Carl Hodges and reasoned well.

Any commune which had Carl Hodges could ask him how to biasthe city services computer in their
favor. Ahmed had been checking the routine deliveries of repairs and improvements and rebuilding and
projects to each commune, by running acomparison check against the norma ddliveriesthrough the
datistics computer. Negative. There was no sgn of abrilliant manipulator changing the city services.

Ahmed stood up and stretched long arms, thinking. Whoever had Carl Hodges was not using him. If
Ahmed could rescue Carl Hodges and become his friend, he would not miss the opportunity to use him.
If aman wanted to influence the future of hiscity . ..

If he could not use hisown logic to find Carl Hodges, then the kidnappers were not thinking logicaly,
and could not be predicted by logic. If they were thinking emotionally, then George Sanford could
probably tune to them and locate them. But Ahmed would have to tell him what kind of peopleto tune
to, and how they felt.

George Sanford'sintuition was ardiable talent. Once, when George, was afattish, obliging kid in
Ahmed's gang, Ahmed had added up how often George's smple remarks and guesses had turned out
right. George had guessed right every time. But George didn't think. Half envious, Ahmed had told the
othersthat George's head was like aradio; you could tune his brain to any station and get the news and
westher and theright timein Paris, San Francisco and Hong Kong, but aradio isn't going to add anything
up, not even two plustwo; it works because it's empty.

George Sanford had grown up to abig slent cat of aman. Extremely strong, not caring apparently
whether he ate, drank or dept, arather blank expression, but he till tuned in on people. His goaswere
the ample ones of being with friends, helping out and being welcome, and he had friends everywhere.

Behind the apparent low 1Q there were untapped abilities that could only be brought into action by
demanding alot of George when you asked him to help. It was not certain yet how much George could
do. George did not know. He probably did not even think about it. He had no demands on himsdif.

Thething to do, Ahmed thought, was to keep the pressure on George. Keep him working.

Ahmed found George filling out reports by dictating them to a pretty girl. The pretty office worker
had her hands poised over the typewriter and was listening to George with an expression of surprise and
doubt. George, with his brow knotted, was plodding through a narrative of something he had donethe
day before. The girl rolled the report sheet through the typewriter opposite adifferent blank and asked a
question timidly; atape recorder showed itsred light, recording the questions and answers. George
hesitated, looking at the ceiling desperately for inspiration, his brow more knotted than before.

George dways had trouble understanding the reasoning behind red tape. He did not know why
certain answers were wanted. They both looked up with relief when Ahmed interrupted by turning off the
tape recorder.

"They told me to team up with you this afternoon,” Ahmed said to George. "They givethisjob
priority over reports or any other job. Are you feeling okay now?

"Sure, Ahmed,” George said, dightly surprised.

"Let'sgo outside and see if we can tune to the subject. Okay?"

"Okay." George got up, moving easily. A bruise showed at his hairline on the sde of his head, dmost
hidden by hair. On George's right arm were two blue bruises, and below his dacks on the right ankle was
aline of red dentswith bruises. A |eft-handed assailant with a club, or aright-handed assailant with a
chain, swinging it left to right, would bruise aman on one side like that.

Walking out of the Rescue Squad office, Ahmed indicated with a gesture the bruise on Georgesarm.
"May | ask?'
"No," George replied and closed his mouth tightly, staring straight ahead as they went through the



double doors.

George didn't want to talk about it, Ahmed thought, because he had lost that fight. That meant he had
been outnumbered. But he was not dead or serioudly hurt. The assailants then were not killers, or he had
escaped them. Probably atrespassing problem. Probably George had trespassed onto some group's
territory or Kingdom last night while searching for Carl Hodges by himself. Ahmed put the thought aside.
They stopped on awa k among the bushes and trees and |ooked up at the towering buildings of
Presbyterian Medica Center, like giant walls reaching to the sky. Helicopter ambulances buzzed around
landing stepslikeflies.

"Let's not waste time, George, let's get you tuned into Carl Hodges," Ahmed said, pilling out a
notebook and pen. Do you have a picture of Hodges with you?"

"No." The big young man looked uneasy. "Y ou going to do it that same way, Ahmed? If hessick,
will | get Sck?"

"I've got apicture here." Ahmed reached for afolder in his pocket and passed a photo to George.

The ground jolted in asort of thud that struck upward against their feet.

Nine miles or more away, and two minutes earlier, Brooklyn Dome, the undersea suburb, suddenly
lost its dome. The heavy ocean descended upon it, and air carrying atorrent of debris that had been
houses and people blurted upward through an air shaft. A fountain of wreckage flung upward into the
sky, fdling inacircular rain of shattered partsto float upon the sea.

All morning amass wish to escape from the enclosure of walls had driven George happily into the
heights and winds and free sky. Now that note in the blend of the mood of the city suddenly changed and
worsened to panic, helplessness, defeat and pain, and then an end. The event telescoped in speed,
compressed into ablow of darkness. The broadcast of many thousand minds ended and their
background hum in the vibes of the city diminished.

Reaching out with his mind for information, George encountered the memory of that impact. It went
by like the thunder wave of breaking the sound barrier, like awave of black fog. He shut hiseyesto tune
in, and found nothing, except that the world had lightened. A burden of fear had been suddenly erased.

George opened his eyes and took a deep breath. "Something big," he said. "Something . . ."

Ahmed was watching the sweep-second hand on hiswatch. "Fifty-five hundred fegt, one mile" he
muttered.

"Wheat are you doing?'

"It's an explosion somewhere. I'm counting the distance. Sound arrives first through the ground,
second through the air. I'm waiting for the sound. I'll get the distance by thetimelag.”

At thirty seconds the sound of the death of an underseas city reached them, a strange sort of grinding
roar, muffled, low and distant.

George shut hiseyes again, and felt the world change around him to another place.

"Got something, George?' Ahmed asked dertly. "That was about seven miles.”

"'Someone knows what happened. I'm picking him up. Brooklyn Dome just collgpsed.”

"Twelve thousand inhabitants" Ahmed said, diaing hiswrist radio grimly, his earphone plugged into
hisear. "No one answering a headquarters, just busy sgnas.”

George shut hiseyes again, exploring the other place. "Someone's having anightmare,” he said. "He
can't wake up.”

"Don't flip out, George, keep in touch with facts. A lot of peoplejust died, isal. Keegp agrip on that.
I'm trying to get our orders.”

George stood with his eyes shut, exploring the sensation inside his head. Somewhere a man was
trapped in anightmare, half adeep in adark prison or closet. It was some kind of delirium.

Thered world wasacrue place that bright day, but the black and coiling fragments of that man's
world were worse. There was something important about the man's thoughts. He had felt the explosion
thud at a distance, asthey had, and he had known what it meant. He had expected it.

"Can't locate where heis," George said, opening his eyes and regaining his grip on the bright sunshine
world around him.

Ahmed squinted and tilted his heed, listening to the obscure and rapid voices on the earplugs of his



radio.

"Never mind about that case, George. That's Carl Hodges probably. Hell keep. Headquartersis
broadcasting general ordersfor the emergency. Repair and servicesinspection people are ordered to
make quick inspections at dl danger pointsin the automatic services, looking for malfunction and
sabotage. Repair and inspection teams are ordered into Jersey Dome, to check out every part of it and
make sureit isnot gimmicked to blow the way Brooklyn Dome went. They are instructed to describe it
asaroutine safety check.”

“What do we do? What about us?'

"Wait, I'm listening. They mentioned us by name. We go to Jersey underseas and try to locate and
stop a sabotage agent who might have sabotaged Brooklyn Dome and might be preparing to use the
same method on Jersey Dome.”

“What method?"

"They don't know. They don't even knot if thereis asaboteur. They're sending usto make sure.”

"'If thereis a saboteur, he's probably working on it right now." George walked, and then ran for the
subway steps down into the underground moving chair belts. Ahmed followed and they caught a brace of
abandoned chairsjust asthey dowed and accelerated them again out into the fast lanes.

"Dirty dogs! Let meout of here. I'll kill you." Furioudy Carl Hodges kicked and thrashed and bit at
restraining straps, remembering at last, believing his conclusions about the group of teenersthat had him
prisoner. "Y ou decerebrate lizards. Let me out of here, you fools! Y ou killed Brooklyn Dome. I've got to
get back to work and leve off the exchanges before something € se happens. Let me out of here!”

They backed off, their smilesfading at the barrage of hisanger. The tallest one answered with atrace
of resentment. "Don't get upset, Pops. They weren't rea people, just technocrats and objectivists and
fascigsand like that."

"They weretechs. This city needs techs. People with tech jobs run the city, remember?”

Thetadl oneleaned over him, glowering. "I remember what my tapestell me. The objectivists passed
the law that the compulsory sterility of women can't be reversed without paying five hundred dollars for
the operation. That meansif | ever want to get married I'll have to save five hundred dollars for my
woman to have akid. They'retrying to wipe usdl out. Nobody hasthat kind of money but techs. Inthe
next generation welll al be gone. Were just getting back at them, wiping them out.”

"But fagter,” chuckled asmdl kid. "Like boon!"

"The objectivigts got that law through legaly. Why don't your people pull enough votesto get it
wiped?' Carl Hodges demanded.

"They ship us out to the boondocks. We can't vote. Y ou're talking like an objectivist. Maybe you
believe everyone without money should be wiped?'

"I believe anyone without brains should be wiped!" Carl Hodges snarled suddenly. ™Y our mothers
wouldn't have paid ten cents to have you. Too bad the law wasn't passed sooner.”

"Genocide." Thetal onereached over and hit him across the mouth. "We were nice to you. To you!"
Heturned and spat in revulsion.

Others surged forward.

"Steady." The leader spread arms and leaned back against the pressure. He addressed Carl. "We
don't want to hurt you. Y ou tell usthings, you're agood teacher. Well et you have what you want.
Money for rights. Lie there until you have enough money to buy your way out. It will cost you five dollars
to get out. That's chegper than five hundred dollarsto be born. That'sa bargain.”

Thekids crowding behind him laughed, and laughed again, understanding the ideadowly. After a
time of clumsy humor they untied him and went off, leaving him locked in a narrow windowless bedroom.

Carl Hodges went around the room, ingpecting it and thinking coldly of escaping. He had to get out
and straighten up the messthe city wasin after the collapse of Brooklyn Dome. He had to get out and
have the kids arrested before they sabotaged anything else. According to his best logic, there was no
way to get out. He was stuck, and deserved it. He pushed his mind, thinking harder, fighting back a
return of weakness and tears. He reached for ahappy pill, then took the bottle of white pills and poured



its contents down a hole in the floor.

The two Rescue Squad men shifted their chairs through acceleration bandsto theinner fast dotsand
passed the other chairs, each leaning forward on the safety rail of hischair asif urging it on. The people
they passed were holding portable TV screenslike magazines, watching in the same way that people
used to read.

Thevoice of the announcer murmured from a screen, grew |louder asthey passed, and then again fell
to amurmur. "Brooklyn Dome. Fifteen pounds atmosphere pressure to sixty-five pounds per square inch.
Exploded upward. Implosion firgt, then explosion.” The voice grew louder again asthey approached
another diding chair in the dower lane. Another person listened, propping the screen up on the safety rall
to sareinto it, with the sound shouting. "Debrisisfloating for two square miles around the center from
which the explosion came. Coast Guard rescue ships, submarines and scuba divers are converged into
the area, searching for survivors."

They neared and passed a TV screen which showed adistant picture of an explosion like an umbrdla
rising and opening on the horizon. "Thisisthe way the explosion looked from the deck of afreighter, the
Mary Lou, five miles south at the moment it occurred.”

George settled himsdlf in his seat and shut his eyesto concentrate. He had to stop that explosion from
happening again to the other undersea dome. Whoever had done it would be laughing as he watched on
TV the explosion unfold and settle. Whoever had done it would be eager for destruction, delighting in the
desth and blood of asmadll city.

The peculiarly wide range of perceptions that was George Sanford groped out acrossthe city.

"The police department is ill investigating the cause of the explosion,” said the murmur, growing
louder asthey passed another TV watcher in the dow lane. Someone handed the announcer another
note. "Ah, here we have some new information. Bell Telephone has opened up to the investigators eight
recordings taken from public phonesin Brooklyn Dome. These phone calls were being made at the
moment Brooklyn Dome was destroyed.”

A face appeared on a screen behind the announcer, agiant face of awoman telephoning. After an
ingtant of mental adjusting of viewpoint the woman's face became normal in the viewer eye, the
announcer shrank to ant size and was forgotten as the woman spoke rapidly into the phone. "1 can't stand
this place another minute. | would have left dready, but | can't leave. Thetrain station isjammed and
there arelinesin front of the ticket booth. I've never seen such lines. Jerry is getting tickets. | wish hed
hurry." The anxious woman's face glanced sideways either way out of the booth. "I hear the funniest
noise, likethunder. Like awaterfall.”

The woman screamed and the background tilted as the screaming face and the booth went over
sideways. A hand groped past the lens, blackness entered in sheets, and the picture broke into static
gparks and splashes. The screen went blank, the antlike announcer sitting in front of it spoke soothingly
and the camera rushed forward to him until he was norma size again. He showed adiagram.

George opened hiseyes and sat up. Around him on the moving chairs people were watching their TV
screens show the pictures he had just seen in hismind's eye. It showed adiagram of the location of the
phone booths a Brooklyn Dome, and then another recording of someone innocently caling froma
videophone booth, about to die, and not knowing what was about to happen, an innocent middle-aged
face.

Expressonlesdy, the peoplein the traveling subway seats watched, hands bracing the sdes of the TV
screen, grip tightening asthey waited for the cellingsto fal. Audience anticipation; love of power,
greatness, crash . . . totd force and completeness. . . admiring triumph of completenessin such
destruction. Great show. Hope for more horror.

All over the city people looked at the innocent fool mouthing words and they waited, watching,
urging the doom on asit approached. Thistime be bigger, blacker, more frightening, more crushing.

George shut his eyes and waited through the hoarse screams and then opened his eyes and looked at
the back of the neck of the TV watcher they were passing, then turned around and looked at her face
after they passed. She did not notice him; she was watching the TV intently, without outward expression.

Did that woman admit the ddight she fet? Did she know she was urging the thundering waterfdl on,



striking the death blow downward with the descending ocean? She was not different from the others.
Typica televison viewer, lover of extremes. It wasto her credit that when TV showed young lovers she
urged them to love more intensely, and rejoiced in their kisses. Loversof life are dso lovers of death.

George did down further in his seat and closed his eyes, and rode the tidal waves of mass emotion as
the millions of watchers, emotions synchronized by watching, enjoyed their mass participation in the deeth
ritesof asmall city. Over and over, expectancy, anticipation, panic, defeat, death, satisfaction.

The secretly worshiped god of death rode high.

In twenty minutes, after transfers on platformsthat held air-lock doorsto pass through into denser
air, they arrived, carried by underseastube train, at the small undersea city of Jersey Dome. Population:
ten thousand,; resdents: civil service adminigtrators and their families.

The city manager's office building was built of large colored blocks of lightweight trand ucent foam
plastic, like children's large building blocks. There was no wind to blow it away. Insgde, the colors of the
light tinted the city man's desk. He was a smal man sitting behind alarge desk with one phone held to his
ear and another blinking ared light at him, untouched. "1 know traffic ispiling up. We have dl thetrainsin
servicethat city services can give up. Everyone wantsto leave, that's al. No. Thereisn't any panic.
Theré'sno reason for panic." He hung up, and glared at the other phone's blinking light.

"That phone," he snarled, pointing, "isan outsde linefull of idiot reporters asking me how domesare
built and how Brooklyn Dome could have blown up, or collgpsed. It'sal idiocy. Well. What do you
want?'

Ahmed opened hiswallet to his credentials and handed it over. "We're from Metropolitan Rescue
Squad. We're specidistsin locating people by predicting behavior. We were sent over to .locate a
possible lunatic who might have sabotaged Brooklyn Dome or blown it up, and might be here planning to
blow up Jersey Dome."

"Hejust might,” replied the manager of Jersey Dome with a high-pitched trembling earnestnessin his
voice. "And you might be the only dangerous lunatics around here. Lunatics who talk about Jersey Dome
breaking. It can't break. Y ou understand. The only thing we haveto fear is panic. Y ou understand.”

"Of course," Ahmed said soothingly. "But we won't talk about it breaking. It's our job to look for a
saboteur. Probably it'sjust a routine preventive checkup.”

The manager pulled apistol out of adesk drawer and pointed it at them, with atrembling hand.
"You're dill talking about it. Thisisan emergency. | am the city manager. | could cal my police and have
you taken to amental hospita, gagged.”

"Don't worry about that," Ahmed said soothingly, picking hiswallet back off the desk and pocketing
it. "We're only here to admire the design and the machinery. Can we have amap?"

The manager lowered the pistol and laid it on the desk. "If you cooperate, the girl in the front office
will giveyou dl the maps of the design and structure that you'll need. Y ou will find alot of technicians
aready in theworks, ingpecting wires and checking up. They're here to design improvements. Y ou
understand.” Hisvoice was still high-pitched and nervous, but steady.

"We understand,” Ahmed assured him. "Everything is perfectly safe. Well go admiretheir designs
and improvements. Come on, George." He turned and went out, stopped at the receptionist’s desk to get
amap, consulted it and led the way across the trimmed lawn of the park.

Out on the curved walk under the innocent blue-green glow of the dome, Ahmed glanced back. "But
I'm not sure he's perfectly safe himsdlf. Is he cracking up, George?'

"Not yet, but near it." George glanced up apprehensively at the blue green glow, imagining he saw a
rift, but the dark streak was only a catwalk, near the dome surface.

"What will he do when he cracks?" asked Ahmed.

"Run around screaming, The sky isfdling!’ like Chicken Little" muttered George. "What else?' He
cocked an apprehensive glance upward at the green glow of the dome. Wasit sagging in the middie? No,
that was just an effect of perspective. Wasthere a crack appearing near the air shaft? No, just another
catwalk, like aspiderweb on aceling.

Making an effort, he pulled his eyes away from the dome and saw Ahmed at asmdll building ahead
labeled " Power Substation 10002." 1t looked like a child's building block ten feet high, pleasantly



screened by bushes, matching the park. Ahmed was looking in the open door. He signaled to George
and George hurried to reach him, fedling asif the pressurized thickened air ressted, like water.

Helooked insde and saw aman tinkering with the heavy power cables that provided light and power
for the undersea dome. Panels were off, and the connections were exposed.

The actions and mood of the man were those of aworkman, serious and careful. He set ameter dial
and carefully read it, reset it and made notes, then read it again. George watched him. Therewasa
strange kind of fear in the man, something worse than the boxed-in feding of being underwater. George
felt asmilar gpprehension. It had been growing in him. Helooked a Ahmed, doubtfully.

Ahmed had been lounging against the open door watching George and the man. He took a deep
sghing breath and went in with weight evenly baanced on hisfest, ready for fast action. "Okay, how are
the improvements coming?" he asked the workman.

The man grinned over his shoulder. He was dightly bald in front. "Not asingle improvement, not even
asmal bomb."

"Let's check your ID. Werelooking for the saboteur.” Ahmed held out his hand.

Obligingly the man unpinned aplastic ID card from under hislapel, and put athumbprint over the
photographed thumbprint so that it could be seen that the two prints matched. He seemed unafraid of
them, and friendly.

"Okay." Ahmed passed his badge back.

The engineer pinned it on again. "Have fun, detectives. | hope you nail amad bomber so we can stop
checking for defects and go home. | can't gand thisair down here. Crazy perfume. | dont likeit."

"Metoo," George said. A thick perfumed pressurewasin the air. He felt the weight of water hanging
asadomefar abovethe city pressing thear down. "Bad air.”

"It hashdiuminit," Ahmed remarked. He checked the map of the small city and looked in the
direction of aglittering glass devator shaft. A metal mesh devator rose dowly in the shaft, shining inthe
semidark, likeagiant birdcage full of people hanging above agiant living room.

George tried to take another deep breath and felt that whatever he was breathing was not air. "It
amelsdrange, likefakear."

"It doesn't matter how it smells," Ahmed said, leading theway' "1t's to keep people from getting the
bends from interna pressure when they leave here. Why didn't you okay the man, George? His 1D
checked out."

"He was scared.”

"What of 7' Ahmed asked him.

"Not of us. | don't know."

"Then it doesn't matter. HE's not up to any bad business.”

The two walked across the small green park, through the thick air, toward the glittering glass shaft
that went up from the ground into the distant green dome that was the roof of the city. Insgde the huge
glasstube abrightly lit eevator rose dowly, carrying acrowd of people looking out over the city asa
canary would look out above a giant room.

"Next we check the air-pump controls,” Ahmed said. "They're near the elevator.” People went by,
looking forma and overdressed, pale and quiet, stiff and negt. Not hiskind of people. Civil servants,
government administration people, accountants.

George followed, trying to breathe. The air seemed to be not air, but someinferior subgtitute.
Glittering small buildings rose on ether sde of the park in rows, liketeeth, and hefdtinsde atiger
mouth. Theair smdled likeliliesin afunerd parlor. The people he passed gave out vibes of atrapped
hopeless defeat that made his depression worse. They passed a crowd of quiet miserable people waiting
to get on the devator, carrying fishing poles and swimming equipment.

High above them the dlevator descended dowly.

"That'sbad," George sad. "Youfed it, don't you, Ahmed?'

"Fed what?' Ahmed stopped beside a smdl rounded building attached to the side of the shaft. The
building throbbed with a deep steady thump, thump, thump, like agiant heart.

"l want to get out of here,” George said. "Don't you fed it?"



"l ignorethat kind of feding,” Ahmed said expressionlessly, and pulled on the handle of the door to
the pump room. It was unlocked. It opened. The thumping was louder. " Should be locked,”
Ahmed muttered. They looked insde.

Insde, down aflight of steps, two workmen were checking over some large warm thumping
machinery. The two detectives went down the steps.

"ldentity check, let'sseeyour ID," George said, and looked at: the two badges they handed him, in
the same way he had seen. Ahmed and other detectives checking them over. He took thumbprints and
matched them to the photo thumbprints, he compared the faces on the photos to the faces before him.
One big one with acraggy chisded stone face and grim vertica lines on the cheeks; one short wegthered
one, dightly leaner, dightly more humor in theface. Both identified as engineers of Consolidated Power
and Light, ingpectors of eectrica motor gppliance and life support services.

"What are the pumps doing?' Ahmed asked, looking around.

"Pumping ar in, pumping water out,” replied one of the men. "There's the pump that pushes excess
water up to thetop, where it comes out as alittle ornamental fountain in an artificia idand. The pressure
equalizesby itsaf, so it doesn't need eaborate equipment, just power."

"Why pump water out?' Ahmed asked. "The air pressure is supposed to be so high that it pushesthe
waeter, out."

The man laughed. "Y ou make it sound so smple. The air pressureis gpproximately the same here as
up at the top surface of the dome, but the water pressure rises every foot of the way down. Down here
at the bottom it is higher than the air pressure. Water squeezesin along the edges of the cement dab, up
through the ground cover and the dirt. We have drainsto caich the seepage, and lead it back to this
pump. We expect seepage.”

"Why not pump in more air? Higher air pressure would keep al the water out.”

"Higher air pressure would burst the top of the dome like abaloon. Thereisn't enough weight of
water to counter push.”

George got an uncertain picture of air pushing to get out the top and water pushing to get in the
bottom. "It'sworking al right?' He handed the ID badges back to them.

"Right," said the explanatory man, pinning on his badge. "It would take abomb to get those pumps
out of balance. Don't know why they sent usto check the pumps. I'd rather be out fishing.”

"They'relooking for abomb, dummy," said the other one sourly.

"Oh." The bigger one made aface. Y ou mean, like Brooklyn Dome blew up?' He looked around
dowly. "If anything starts to happen, wereright near the elevator. We can get to the top.”

"Not achance," said the sour one. "The devator istoo dow. And it hasawaiting line, people ahead
of you. Resign yoursdlf. If this place blows, we blow."

"Why isthe levator so dow?" George asked. Fix it! He hoped silently. They listened to the burn of
the elevator engine lowering the elevator. It was dow.

"It can go faster; thetimer'sright here. The sour engineer walked over and inspected the box.
"Someone has set it to the dowest speed. | wonder why."

"For sghtseeing,” George said, "but | saw the crowd waiting. They have fishing poles. They want to
get to the top, they don't want to wait in the middle of theair, just viewing."

"Okay." Thetalkative one waked over and firmly set the pointer over to "fast." The elevator reached
the ground on the other side of the wall, rumbled to a stop and the doors whirred open.

They listened, hearing voices and the shuffle of feet as people crowded insde, then the doors
rumbled shut and the devator started for the top. The whirr was high and rapid. In lessthan athird of the
time the trip up to the surface had taken before, the whirr stopped.

The two engineers nodded at each other. "I hope they are happy with it.”

"They are getting there faster.”

George said, "That makes sense,” and Ahmed nodded agreement. They went out and watched the
elevator return. Asrapidly asfaling, the great silver birdcage came down the glass shaft and dowed, and
stopped, and opened. It was empty. No one who was up there was coming back in to the city.



More people got on.

"What is up there?' George asked, holding himsdlf back from apanic desireto get in the elevator
with the others and get out of the enclosed city. "I have afeding we should go up there," he said, hoping
Ahmed would misunderstand and think George was being called by ahunch.

"What do you fed 7' Ahmed looked at him keenly. The doors shut and the elevator rose rapidly,
leaving them behind on the ground.

"What | fed is, we shouldn't have let that elevator go without us. Welve had it, old buddly. It's been
nice knowing you. | didn't expect to die young."

"Snagp out of it." Ahmed clicked hisfingers under George's nose. "Y ou're talking for somebody else.
Hold that feding separate from your thinking. It's not your kind of feding. George Sanford isn't afraid,
ever. You dont think like that."

"Yes| do," George said sadly. He heard the elevator doors rumble open far overhead. Somewhere
above people had escaped to the top of the ocean instead of the bottom. A dock? Anidand?
Somewhere fresh winds were blowing across ocean waves.

"Locate that feding of doom," Ahmed said. "Maybe our mad bomber isasuicider and plansto go
down with the ship. Shut your eyes. Where are you in your head?'

"Ontop, on anidand in the daylight,” George said sadly, looking at hisimagination of sand and
seagulls. "It'stoo late, Ahmed. Were dead.” A few new people arrived and lined up behind him waiting
for the elevator. The sound of its descent began far above. People approached through the park from the
direction of therailway station, and George remembered that there had been fenced-in crowds waiting
for trains, waiting to get out. Maybe some people had grown impatient and wanted to get to fresh air.
The crowd behind him grew denser and began to push. The eevator doors opened in front of George.

"Get in, George," said Ahmed, and pushed his elbow. "We're going to thetop.”

"Thanks." George got on. They were pushed to the back of the cage and the doors shut. The
elevator rose with knee-pressing speed. Over the heads of the people before him George saw awidening
vison of the underseacity, small buildings circling acentra park, dimly and artisticdly lit by green and
blue spatlights on trees and vines, with arippling effect in the light like seaweed and underwater waves.
Paths and roads were lit with bead chains of golden sodium lights. On the other side of the park the
railroad station, squares of soft yellow light, fenced in by lacework metd walls. Many people around it.
Too many. Dense crowds. The paths across the park were moving with people approaching the elevator
shaft.

The elevator reached the top of the dome and went through into a tube of darkness. For afew
moments they rose through the darkness and then they felt the elevator dow and stop. The doors
rumbled open and the people pressed out, hurried through a glass door and down astaircase, and were
gone from thetop floor.

George looked around. There was the sky and ocean spaces he had dreamed of , but the sky was
cloudy, the ocean was gray, and he was|ooking at them through thick glass. Theidand viewing platform
was arranged in a series of giant glass steps, and the elevator had opened and | et them into the top step,
aglassroom that looked out in al directions through thick glass, giving aclear view of the-horizon, the
glass rooms below, and the little motorboats thet circled the docks of an artificid idand.

"How's your hunch? What do you fed"?" Ahmed snapped out, looking around aertly, weight on the
balls of hisfeet, ready to spring at some mad bomber that he expected George to locate.

"Theair isfaked. | can't breatheit,” George said, breathing noisily through his mouth. Hefelt like
crying. Thiswas not the escape he had dreamed of. The feeling of doom persisted and grew worse.

"It'sthe same air and the same pressure as down underseaiin the dome,” Ahmed said impatiently.
"They keep the pressure high so people can come here from under without going through air locks. They
can look, take pictures and go back down. It smellslousy, soignoreit.”

"You meantheair isunder pressure here, as bad as all the way down at the bottom of the ocean?”

"Yes, lunk. That's what makes sense to them, so that's the way they haveit set up.”

"That'swhy thewall is so thick then, so it won't burst and let the pressure out,” George said, feding



asif thethickness of the wall were a coffin, kegping him from escaping. He looked out through the thick
glasswall and down through the glass roof of the observation room that was the next step down. He saw
chairs and magazines, awaiting room, and the crowd of people that had come on the elevator with him
lined up a aglass door, with ther first onein line tugging at the handle of the door. The door was not
opening. "What are they doing?'

"They arewaiting for the air pressure in the room to go down and equdize with the air pressurein the
stairwell and the next room. Right now the pressure in the room presses the door shut. It opensinward as
soon as the pressure goes down.” Ahmed looked bored.

"We haveto go out." George strode over to theingde door that shut off agtair leading down to the
next room. He tugged. The, glass door did not open. "Air pressure?’

"Yes, wait, the devator isrisng. It ssemsto be compressing the air, forcing it upward.” Thick air
made Ahmed's voice high-pitched and distant.

George tugged on the handle, feding the air growing thicker and press on his eardrums. "We have
enough pressure here aready. We don't need any morefake air. Just somered air. | want to be out of
here"

The elevator door opened and agroup of people, some carrying. suitcases, some carrying fishing
gear, pressed out and milled and lined up at the door behind George, pushing each other and murmuring
complaints about pushing in tones that were much less subdued than the civil service culture usudly
considered to be polite.

The elevator closed its doors and sank out of sight, and air pressure began to drop asif the air
followed the piston of the eevator in pumping up and down. George swalowed and his eardrums clicked
and rang. He yanked hard on the handle of the stairwell door. It swung widewith ahissand he held it
open. The crowd hurried down the stairs, giving him polite thanks as they passed. With each thanks
received hefelt the fear of the person passing. He stared into the faces of awoman, ateener, ayoung
woman, a handsome middle-aged man, looking for something beside fear, and finding only fear and a
mouse like ingtinctive urge to escape atrap, and afear of fear that kept them quiet, afraid to expressthe
sense of disaster that filled their imaginations.

"Argh," said George asthe last one went down the stairs. "Hurry up, Ahmed, maybe they areright.”
He gestured hisfriend through the door and ran down after him onto the lower step of abig glass viewing
room with tables and magazines to make waiting easy. Behind him he heard the door lock shut and the
whirr of the devator returning to the top with more people.

George leaned his forehead against the thick glass walls and looked out at a scene of little docks and
abuzz of smdl dectric boats circling the platform, bouncing in agray choppy sea, under thick gray
clouds.

"What's out there?' Ahmed asked.

"What about the saboteur?' Ahmed asked with an edge of impatience. "What is he thinking, or
feding? Areyou picking anything up?’

"One of those boatsisit," George answered, lying to avoid Ahmed's duty to return to the undersea
city. "Or asmdl submarine, right out there. The top's going to be blasted off the observation platform.
Get rescue boatsin here. Use your radio, hurry, and get me ahelicopter. | want to bein the air to spot
which boat."

It wasnt dl lies, some of it felt like the truth. He still leaned hisforehead againgt the wall and looked
out, knowing he would say anything to get out. Or do anything. He tried to tune to the idea of sabotage,
and open to other peopl€'s thoughts, but the urge to escape came back in a greater sicknessand
swamped other Thoughts. "Why?" he asked the fear. "What is going to happen'?* Animage came of
horses kicking down abarn from inside, of cattle ssampeding, of a chick pecking to get out of an egg,
with the chick an embryo, not ready yet to survivein air. Kicking skeleton feet broke through from inside
abubble and the bubble vanished. The images were confusing. He looked away from his thoughts and
watched the outside platform.

The platform was crowded with people, shivering in acold wind; apparently waiting their turn to



enjoy aridein thelittle boats. George knew that they were outdoors because they could not stand being
indoors.

Ahmed tapped on hisarm. He had the wrist-radio earphones plugged into both ears, and hisvoice
sounded odd and deaf "Headquarters wants to know why, George. Can you give details?'

"Tel them they have five minutes, seven minutesif they're lucky. Get the patrol boats hereto stop it
and"-George almost shouted into Ahmed'swrist mike-"GET ME THAT HELICOPTER. Get it over
here fast! We need it as soon as we get through the air locks!™

The glass air-lock door opened and people tumbled and shoved through. On the other side was
another room surrounded by glass. They lined up againgt the glasswalls like moths againgt alighted
windowpane, looking out.

"Why do we haveto wait solong?' It was awail, acrying sound like an ambulance Siren in the night.
The group muttered agreement and nodded at the woman who clutched her hands against the glass as
though trying to touch the scene outside.

"I'm not worried about the bends," said a portly older man. "They adjust the waiting time for people
with bad sinus and ear drum infections. Does anyone here have asinus, or eardrum infection?”

"We don't need to wait, then," said the same man, louder when there was no reply. "Does anyone
here know how to make the door open? We can go out right now."

"My son has a screwdriver," suggested awoman, pushing the teen-age young man toward the door.
Ahmed moved to protest and the woman glared at him and opened her mouth to argue.

An old woman was tugging at the door. It opened suddenly and they forgot quarreling and went out
through the door to the open docks and the cold sat wind, and the sound of cold choppy waves
gplashing againgt the cement pillars.

An air-beating heavy whirring sound hovered above the docks. Ahmed looked up. A ladder fell
down and dangled before them. Ahmed grabbed the rope rungs and pulled. They sagged lower. Hefitted
hisfoot into arung and climbed.

George stood, breathing deeply of an air that smelled sweet and right and tingled in hislungslike life
and energy. The clouds of panic and resignation faded from his mind and he heard the seegullls screaming
raucous delight, following the small boats and swooping a sandwiches. The people clustered at the edge
of the docks, beginning to talk in normal tones.

The ladder dangled before him, bobbing up and down. The rope rungs brushed against his head and
he brushed them aside. What had been happening? What was the doom he had just escaped from? He
tried to remember the trapped moments and tried to understand what they had been.

"Come on, George," avoice caled from above.

He reached up, gripped and climbed, looking into asky of scudding gray and slver clouds. A white
and blue police helicopter bounced above him, itsrotating blades shoving damp cool air againgt himina
kind of pressure that he enjoyed fighting. At the top the ladder stiffened into ametal stair with rails, and
opened into the carpeted glass-walled platform of abig observation helicopter.

Ahmed sat cross-legged on the floor, twitching with hurry and impatience, holding hiswrist radio to
hislips. "Okay, George, tuneto it. What will blow the observation building? Who, what, where? Coast
Guard iswaiting for informetion.”

Stll with his memory gripped onto the strange depression he had felt ingde the observation building,
intheair of Jersey Dome, George looked down and tuned to it and knew how the people sill indgdefelt,
and what they wanted.

In the four-step glittering observation building, each glass room was full of people waiting at the
doors. He saw the central eevator arrive and open its door and let out another crowd of peopleto wait
and push and pull at the first door at the top. Desperation. A need to get out.

With afeding of great sorrow, George knew who the saboteurs were. All the kids with screwdrivers,
al the helpful people with technical skill who speed devators, dl the helpful people without mechanica
understanding who would prop open dime-operated toilet doorsfor the stranger in need. They were
going to be helpful, they were going to go through the air-lock doors and |eave the doors jammed open
behind them. No resi stance behind them to hold back sixty-five pounds per square inch air pressure



forcing up from below in the compressed city, pushing upward behind the rising eevator.

He had been pretending to believe it was amad bomber. How could he tell the police and Coast
Guard that it wasjust the residents of the city, mindless with the need to gdl out, destroying their own
ar-lock system?

George held hishead, the vison of death strong and blinding. "They are jamming the air-lock system
open in the observation building, Ahmed. Tell someone to stop them. They can't do that. It will blow!™
The panic need to escape blanked hismind again.

"Lift," George said, making nervousfaces a the view below. "Lift this damned copter.”

"Ishedl right?' the pilot asked Ahmed.

Ahmed wastaking intensdy into the wrist radio, repeating and relaying George's message. He made
achopping gesture to shut up.

The copter pilot gave them both a glance of doubt for their sanity and set the copter to lift, very
dowly.

Besting theair, the copter rose, tilting, and lifted away from the dwindling platform of glinting glassin
the middle of the gray ocean.

George gripped the observation rail and watched, ashamed that his hands were shaking.

He saw something indefinable and peculiar begin to happen to the shape of the glass building. "There
it goes," he muttered, and abruptly sat down on the floor and put his hands over hisface. "Hang on to the
controls. Herewe go. Ahmed, you look. Take pictures or something.”

There was a crash, and aboom like a cannon. Something that |ooked like a crushed elevator full of
people shot upward at them, passed them dowly, and then fell, tumbling over and over downward.

A roaring uprush of air grabbed the copter and carried it into - the Sky upside down, falinginaran
of small objects that looked like briefcases and fishing rods and small broken pieces that could not be
recognized. George hung on to arailing. Suddenly the copter turned right side up, begting its heavy
pinning bladesin agtraining pull upward away from the rising tornado.

With atearing roar Jersey Dome spat its contents upward through the air shaft, squeezing buildings
and foam blocks and people and furniture into the shaft and upward in ahose of air, upward to the
surface and higher in afountain of debris, mangled by decompression.

For long moments the fountain of ar was amushroom-shaped cloud, then it subsided, raining down
bits. The copter circled, its occupants deafened and awed.

With one arm and oneleg gtill hooked around the rail, Ahmed listened intently to hisradio, hands
cupped over his ears to make the speaker plugsin his earslouder. He spoke.

"The city manager is dive down there and broadcasting. He says the canopy of the done did not
break, it just lowered. The air shaft sucked in everything near it and is now plugged shut with foam
blocks from buildings but the blocks are dowly compressing into it, and they can hear an air hiss.
Survivors are putting on scubaair equipment and finding placesto survive another hurricane if the tube
blowsfree again, but he'safraid of water leaks coming in and drowning them out from underneeth
because the pressure is going down. Hewantsthe air shaft plugged from the top. Suggests bombing it at
the top to prevent more air escaping.”

Ahmed listened, tilting his head to the soundsin hisears.

"Peoplein the water,” George said. "Bombs make concussion.

Let's get the people out.”

"Affirmative," said the police pilot. "L ook for people.”

The helicopter swept low and cruised over the water, and they |ooked down at the close passing
wavesfor ahuman svimmer needing help.

"There" Ahmed pointed at apink shiny arm, adark head. They circled back and hovered, let down
the ladder, and the two Rescue Squad men climbed down and maneuvered aweb mesh ding around a
limp young unconscious naked woman. Her head bobbed under and came up asthey did the ding under
her. The waves washed up againgt their knees as they leaned out from the rope ladder.

"NOW HEAR THIS, NOW HEAR THIS," proclaimed agiant amplified voice. "ALL BOATSIN
THE AREA CIRCLE IN THE DISASTER AREA AND TAKE IN SURVIVORS. IN FIVE



MINUTES, AT THE NEXT SIGNAL, ALL BOATSMUST WITHDRAW FROM THE
AIR-SHAFT CENTER TO A DISTANCE OF FIVE HUNDRED YARDS TO PERMIT BOMBING.
AWAIT SIGNAL. REPEAT. YOU HAVE FIVE MINUTES TO SEARCH FOR AND TAKE IN
SURVIVORS."

Ahmed and George shouted up to the pilot, "Ready.” And the hoist drew the mesh ding with the
young woman in it upward and into the copter through a cargo door in the bottom. The door hatch
closed. They climbed back inside, dripping, and spread the unconscious and pretty body out on the floor
for artificid respiration. Shewas cold, pulseless and bleeding from ears, nose and closed eyes. There
were no bruises or breaks visible on the smooth skin. George tried gentle hand pressure on the rib cage
to start her breathing again, and some blood came from her mouth with asigh. He pushed again. Blood
camefrom her eyesliketears.

Ahmed said wearily, "Giveit up, George, she's dead.”

George stood up and retreated from the body, backing away. "What do we do, throw her back?"

"No, we have to take bodies to the hospital. Regulations,” muttered the pilot.

They circled the copter around over the choppy gray seas, wipers going on the windshield. The body
lay on thefloor between them, touching their feet.

They saw an arm bobbing on the waves.

"Should we haul it in?" George asked.

"No, we don't have to take pieces," said the pilot, tone level.

They circled on, passing the little electric boats of the people "who had been fishing when the dome
blew. The faces were pale as they looked up at the passing helicopter.

The corpse lay on the floor between them, the body smooth and perfect. The planetilted and the
body rolled. The arms and legs moved.

Ahmed sested himsdlf in the copilot's seet, fastened the safety harness and leaned forward with his
head in his hands, not looking at the corpse. George looked out the windshields at the bobbing debris of
furniture and unidentifiable bits, and watched Coast Guard boats approaching and searching the water.

The copter radio beeped urgently. The pilot switched it on. "Coast Guard command to Police
Helicopter PB 1005768. Thank you for your assistance. We now have enough Coast Guard shipsand
planesin the search pattern; please withdraw from the disaster area. Please withdraw from the disaster
aea”

"Order acknowledged. Withdrawing," the pilot said, and switched the radio off. He changed the
radio setting and spoke briefly to Rescue Squad headquarters, and turned the plane awvay from the area
of destruction and toward the distant shore.

"What'syour job in police?' he asked over his shoulder.

George did not answer.

"Rescue, Detection and Prevention,” Ahmed answered for him "We werein Jersey Dome ten minutes
ago." Behind them the bombs boomed, bresking and closing the air shaft.

"You suredidn't prevent thisone," said the copter pilot.

Ahmed did not answer.

Thisisablackmail tape. One copy of this tape has been mailed to each of the mgjor communes and
subcitiesin the New Y ork City digtrict.

We are responsible for the destruction of Brooklyn Dome. It was awarning, and demonstrated our
ability to destroy. We ham in our possession afutures expert whose specialty waslocating and predicting
accidental dangersto the city complex caused by possible smple mechanical and human failures. Heis
drugged and cooperative. We asked him how Brooklyn Dome could self-destruct from asmple
mechanicd failure, and he explained how. We are now prepared to offer his servicesfor sde. Our fee
will befifteen thousand dollars aquestion. If you are afraid that your commune has enemies, your logica
question would be: What and who can destroy my commune, and how can | prevent this attack? We will
provide the answer serviceto your enemies, if they pay. They might be asking how to destroy your
commune asyou listen to thistape. Remember Brooklyn Dome. The name and address enclosed isyour
persond contact with us. No one else has this name. Keep it secret from the police, and use it when you



decideto pay. If you give your contact up to the police, you will cut yoursdlf off from our advice, your
enemieswill contact us through other names and buy methods to destroy you. Remember Brooklyn
Dome. Act soon. Our feeisfifteen thousand dollars aquestion. The price of survival is cheap.

"Every police department has a copy. Want meto play it again?' Judd Odow asked. He sat
cross-legged on top of hisdesk like alarge fat Buddha and sipped coffee.

"Once was enough,” Ahmed said. "Paranoia, and war among the communes. What do those nuts
think they are doing with that tape?’

"Making money," Judd Odow sipped his coffee, carefully staying calm. "They mailed oneto each
communein the city area, and only two have turned in the entire tape, or admitted receiving it. Only one
has turned in his address. The others must be keeping their addresses, planning to ask attack, or defense,
questions”

"Armageddon,” said Ahmed.

Judd said, " George, why don't you get off your rump and bring in Carl Hodges? These nuts can't sall
hisbrainsif we get him back."

Ahmed said, "Y ou just gave George the: job last night. He dmaost had him this morning, but we were
reassigned when Brooklyn Dome blew, and had to get off Carl | lodges trail to go to Jersey Dome."

"So there's some of the day |eft. George has spoiled me with success. I'm used to instant results.
Come on, George. Carl Hodges, right herein this office, packaged and delivered.”

George looked up a him, eyes round and puzzled. "I'm supposed to help people. Every time | start
trying to help Carl Hodges something bad happens. It doesn't come out right. Maybe helikesbeing in
trouble. Bodies dl over the place! Y ou don't want me helping, with my luck!”

"Snap out of it, George. Thisisno time for pessmistic philosophy. Get together with Ahmed and
hypnotize yoursdf and tell me where Carl Hodgesis."

"What'sthe use?' George ran his hands over his head in aweary gesture that was not typical of him.
"Brooklyn Dome people are dead aready. Jersey Dome people are mostly dead aready. Everybody
that ever died is <till dead. Billions of people since the beginning of time. How are you going to rescue
them?Why not let afew more die? What difference does it make?”'

"Let's not have an essay on Eternity, George. Nothing makes any difference to Eternity. We don't live
in Eternity, we livein now. We want Carl Hodges now."

"Wheat's the use? My advice just makestrouble. | didn't save those peoplein Jersey Dome. | wasn't
smart enough to understand that they'd want to break their own air locks. No, it wasn't the panic, it was
the depresson. The air changed its charge. Lab animals act irrationa when you reverse the
ground-to-air-gtatic charge gradient. | should have-"

Judd shouted, "George, I'm not interested in your bad conscience. If you want to help people, just
answer the question.”

George winced at the loudness and squinted up at him with his eyes seeming crossed. " George?"

"Wow!" Ahmed stepped forward. "Wait aminute. George did it already. That was Carl answering
you."
Judd hesitated between confident forward and back motions. He started and stopped a gesture. His
confusion reached his expression. He shouted, " Get out of here, you kooks. Go do your lunacy
somewhere else. When you bring back Carl Hodges, don't tell me how you did it."

"Affirmative," Ahmed said. "Comeon, Carl."

In confusion and guilt George followed and found himself on the open sdewalk, standing under arow
of mapletrees. Thewind blew and the trees shed aflutter of green winged seeds about him. He knew he
had failed hisjob somehow, and couldn't figure out how to get back to it. He walked to a bench and sat
down.

"Do you understand what was just happening?' Ahmed asked.

"Yes" Hefdt in hismind and found confusion. "No."

"Shut your eyes. You seemto be onabench inapark. Itisanilluson. Thisisnot where you are.
Whereareyou redly?'

George had shut his eyes. The voice went in degply to aplacein hismind where heknew hewasina



room, aprisoner, and it was hisfault. He did not like that knowledge. Better to pretend. He opened his
eyes. "l want to be herein the park. Pretend you areredl." He bent and touched some green vetch at his
feet and fdt thetiny ferns. "History doesn't matter. Sensation matters,” he said earnestly. "Even these
illusions are red because they are happening now. We livein now. Memory isn't real. The past doesn't
exist. Why should we fedl anything about the past, or care about it?"

Ahmed computed that it was agood probability that Carl Hodges was speaking through George and
looking through his eyes as aform of escape. The rationdization was fluent, the vocabulary not George's.
Vocabulary choiceisas congtant asfingerprints.

The person speaking had to be Carl Hodges.

"Carl Hodges. Do you want to get away from where you are and lie down in this park?"

"You are aquestioner. | should not speak.”

"Isit wrong to answer questions?’

"Yes, answerskill. People are dead. Like Susanne, they are all dead. Does mourning one person kill
others? They drowned too, and floated. Saw girl in water . . . Connection.. .. 7'

George had been speaking dreamily, eyes wide and round and sightless. He closed his eyes and
every musclein hisface and body tightened in acurling spasm like pain. He did off the bench and fell to
his kneesin the soft vetch. "Get me out of this. Make it unhappen. Reversetime. Wipe me out beforel
didit." The spasmed crouch—wasit pain or prayer?

Watching the figure of misery, Ahmed made urgent calculations. The shame-driven need to escape
memory was there to work with. Useit.

"Cal, youarein agreenfiddinasmdl park on East E Avenue and Fifth Street. Thisisafuture
scene. Two hours from now, you will be rescued and free, without guilt, relaxed and enjoying being
outdoors. We are the police, we are getting into a sky taxi to come and get you. What directions are we
giving the driver?'

"Amsterdam Avenue and Fifty-third Street to Columbus Avenue, the wrecked blocks, one of the
good cdlars near the center of the flattened part of the ruins. Buzz it twice. Thanks. | think I can knock
down akid when | hear you and come out and wave. Land and pick me up fast.”

"Okay," said Ahmed, straightening and stepping back from the crouched praying figure.

George took his hands from hisface. "Okay what?' His voice was George's usua voice. He got up
and brushed small green fronds from hisknees.

"Okay, let'smake araid into another kid gang'sterritory,” Ahmed said.

"Wheres Biggy?' George looked around asiif expecting to see their own gang of kids around them.
"Oh, he went to the Canary Idands. And the others, they went to the Sahara. They al went .. ." He
shook his head asif waking up. "Ahmed, what do you mean, raid akid gang territory? That's dl over.
We're grown up now."

"WEe're going to rescue that kidnapped computerman. A mixed gang of teener kidsare holding himin
the ruins near West Fifty-third Street. We know how to handle akid gang fight.”

George was not going to let go of common sense. He settled back on the bench and looked around
at the green warm comfort of the park, and rubbed one of the bruiseson hisarm. "Let's call the police,
letthemdoit."

"Wearethe police, lunk." Ahmed sill stood, smiling, depending on the force of his persondity, the
habit of command, to get George to obey. George looked up at him, squinting into the light of the sky,
one eye hdf closed. Half of abruise showed at the side of hisface, most of it hidden by the hairline.

"Ahmed, don't beanut. Logica thinking doesn't fight chains and clubs for you. | mean, your brains
are great, but we need muscle against ajuv army, because they don't know about thinking, and they don't
ligen.”

"What if they aredl intheir cdlars, lunk, and we want to drop them before they get in deeper and
carry Carl Hodges away? What kind of thing could get them all out into the open where a helicopter
could drop them with gas?'

George absently rubbed the dark mark on the sde of hisface. "They come out when somebody gets
onto their territory, Ahmed.



Not an army of cops or ahelicopter, | don't mean that. | mean some poor goof is crossing, looking
for ashortcut to somewhere el se, and they al come out and beat him up.”

"That'sfor you."

"How did you figure. . . Oh, yeah, you don't mean yesterday. Y ou mean strategy, like. They come
out to beat me up again and the copter drops them with agas spray, and maybe there's no one | ft
underground to kill Carl Hodges, or take him away." George got up. "Okay, let'sdo it."

They came up out of the subway at Fifty-third Street and walked together on the sidewalk opposite
the bombed-out shdlls of old buildings. A distant helicopter sound buzzed in the air.

"Separate, but we keep in touch. Leave your radio open to send, but shut it for receive so there
won't be any sound coming out of it. The copter pilot will belistening. I'll circle the block and look in
doorways and hallways for trouble. Y ou cut across. We both act like we have some reason to be here,
like I'm looking for an address. Were strangers.”

"Okay," George sad. "I've got astory for them. Don't worry about me." He turned and walked
nonchalantly around the corner, across the street, past some standing ruins and into the flattened spaces
and the areathat had once been paved backyard, with steps down to doors that had opened into the
cdlars of gone buildings. Flattened rubble and standing walls showed where the buildings had been.

He stood in the middle of abackyard, near two flights of cement stairsthat led down into the ground
to old doors, and he walked onward dowly, going in an irregular wandering course, studying the ground,
acting alittle confused and clumsy, just the way he had acted the last time he had been there,

The setting sun struck long shadows across the white broken pavement. He turned and |ooked back
a hisown long shadow, and started when another person's shadow appeared silently on the pavement
aongsde of his. He glanced sideways and saw atal, husky teener in a strange costume standing beside
him holding a heavy bat. The teener did not ook back at him, he looked off into space, lips pursed as
though whigtling slently.

George winced again when a short teener with straight blond hair stepped out from behind afragment
of gandingwall.

"Back, huh?" asked the blond kid.

George fdt the shadows of others gathering behind him.

George sad, "I'm looking for apocket watch | lost the night you guys beat me up. | mean, it'sredly
an antique, and it reminds me of someone. I've got to find it."

Helooked at the ground, turning around in acircle. Therewas a, circle of feet al around him, feet
standing in ruined doorways, feet on top of mounds of rubble, the clubs resting on the ground asthe
ownersleaned on them, the chains swinging dightly.

"You must beredly stupid,” said the leader, histeeth showing in asmall smilethat had no friendship.

Where was Carl-Hodges? The area George stood in was clean, probably well used by feet. The
gairsleading down to acellar door were clean, the door handle had the shine of use. The leader had
appeared late, from an unlikely direction. Ire was standing on dusty, rubble-piled ground which feet had
not rubbed and cleared. The leader then had not wanted to come out the usual way and path to confront
George. Probably the usua way would have been the door George was facing, the one that looked used.

It was like playing hot and cold for a hidden object. If Carl Hodges was behind that door, the teeners
would not let George approach it. George, looking dow and confused, shuffled hisfeet two stepsin that
direction. There was a smultaneous shuffle and hiss of clothing asthe circle behind him and dl around
him closed in closer. George stopped and they stopped.

Now therewas acircle of armed teeners close around him. Two were standing almost between him
and the steps. The helicopter still buzzed in the distance, circling the blocks. George knew if he shouted,
or even spoke clearly, and asked for help the copter pilot would bring the plane over in a count of
seconds.

The blond kid did not move, ill lounging, flashing histeeth in asmall smile as he sudied George up
and down with the expression of ascientist a azoo studying an odd specimen of gorilla

"I got something important to tell you," George said to him. But they didn't listen.

"It'sakind of ashame," the blond kid said to the others. "He's so stupid dready. | mean, if we just



bashed out his brains he wouldn't even notice they were gone."

George faced the leader and sidied another small step in the direction of the steps and the door, and
heard the shuffle of feet closing in behind him. He stopped moving and they stopped moving. For sure
that door was hiding something. They wanted to keep strangers away from it! "L ook, if you found my
watch | logt, and if you giveit to me, I'll tell you about athing you ought to know."

If hetalked long and confusingly enough, every member of the gang would come out on the surface
to hear what he wastrying to say. They would al be out in the open. The helicopter was armed for riots,
it could spray deep gas and get every one of them.

Hedidn't even fed the blow. Suddenly he was on hisknees, a purple haze before his eyes. He tried
to get up and fell over sdeways, Hill in the curled-up position. He redized he wasn't breathing.

Could a back-of-the-neck karate chop knock out your breathing centers? What had the teacher
sad? Hislungs contracted, wheezing out more air, unableto let air in. It must have been asolar plexus
jabwith agtick. But then how come he hadn't seen the stick? The purple haze was turning into spinning
black spots. He couldn't see.

"What wasit he wanted to tell us?"

"Akhim."

"He can't answer, dummy. He can't even grunt. Y ou'll have to wait."

"I don't mind waiting," said the voice of the one carrying achain. George heard the chain whistle and
dap into something, and wondered if it had hit him. Nothing in his body registered anything but ared
burning need for air.

"Y ou don't want to trespass on our territory,” said avoice. "Werejust trying to teach you respect.

Y ou stay on the free public sidewaks and don't go inside other peopl€'s Kingdoms. Not unless they ask
you." The chain whistled and dgpped again.

George tried to bregthe, but the effort to inhae knotted his chest tighter, forcing bresth out instead of
in.

It isadesperate thing having your lungs working againg you. The knot tightening the lungs held for
another second and then loosened. He drew in arasping bresth of cool air, and another. Air camein like
waves of light, dispdlling the blindness and bringing back awareness of arms and legs. He straightened out
from the curled-up knot and lay on his back breathing deeply and listening to the sounds around him.

The helicopter motor hummed in the distance. The copter pilot islistening, he thought, but he doesn't
know I'mintrouble.

He heard aclink and ahiss of breath like someone making an effort. He rolled suddenly over to one
sde and covered hisface. The chain hit where he had been. Herolled to a crouch with both feet under
him, and for the first time looked at the circle of faces of the teeners who had beaten and made fun of him
when he was pretending to be drunk and making believe to be Carl Hodges, and had stumbled into this
forbidden territory. He had been retracing Carl Hodges actions, but he had not been sure it was
working. He had been near Carl Hodges here, but he had no proof, no reason to protest when they
punished him for violating their boundaries. The faceswere the same. Y oung but cold, some faceswere
uncertain about punishing an adult, but gaining courage from the others. All sizes of teenersin costumes
from many communes, but the fellowship and good nature he was used to seeing in groups was missing.

"l used to bein agang like yoursonce' he said rapidly to inform theradio listener. "I thought you
wouldn't jump me. | didn't come hereto get somped. | just want my antique watch and to tell you
something.”

He finished the sentence with aquick leap to one side, but the swinging chain swung up and followed,
dapped into his skin and curled aline of dents around ribs, chest and arms. The magnet on theend
clanked and clung against aloop of chain. The owner of the chain yanked hard on his handle and the
meta lumps turned to teeth and bit in and the chain tightened like rope. George staggered and
straightened and stood wrapped up in biting stedl chain.

He stood very ill. "Hey," he said softly. "That ain't nice.”

"Tell usabout your news." The circle of teeners and juvs around him were curious about the message
he wanted to deliver to them.



Georgesaid, "A friend of minewas figuring from my lumpsthat | got here last time that you've got
something important you want me to keep away from. He figures you got the missing computerman. The
onewho blew up Brooklyn Dome. Theré'sareward out for him."

A ripple of shock ran through the group surrounding him but the blond kid did not need timeto
assimilate the threet. Without change of expression he made a gesture of command. "Three of you check
the Streets. Maybe he brought somebody with him.” Threeran slently in different directions.

"I'm just doing you afavor telling you what people say," George said in stupid tones. "Now you gotta
do me afavor and help me get my watch back.”

" Favor?' screamed thetall, misproportioned one with the chain. "Favor? 'Y ou stupid fink, you should
have kept your stupid mouth shut." He yanked hard on the chain to make its teeth extend more sharply.

An outraged force had been expanding in George's chest. He stood still, looking meek and confused
one more second, watching his captors snarl and hate him for having “told hisfriend.” Then he bent
forward and butted the chain holder down, rolled over hisform to the cement and rolled rapidly down
three small cement steps, unrolling the chain behind him. He came up on one knee, reaching for the chain
asawegpon. It was aseven-foot chain with ahandle at each end. A heavy chainisaterrible weaponin
the hands of astrong man. If it had been behind him at the moment of impulse, he would have swept it
around and forward and cut them down like grass. He gathered it looped into his hands, eyeing the
crowd of oddly dressed teenersthat was histarget. His speed was too fast to intercept, his motionstoo
smooth to look fagt. lie threw the chain up into the air behind him, then arched back with every muscle
tight and bent forward with agrunt of effort, ignoring two clubs that bounced off his shoulders, bringing
the chain forward with atremendous released surge of force that was rage. The teen gang scattered and
fled and the chain swung its cutting circle through the air where they had been.

"Dumb punks." George breathed noisily with the effort. "Whyncha act like brothers? Can't let
anybody be your friend. Trying to be smart, not knowing . . ."

He stopped and et the swinging chain drag along the ground, dowing. Herippled it in and let it wrap
around his arm, with a short murderous loop of it in his hand. The sun had set and it was growing darker
in the corners and harder to see. George fended off aflung stick by deflecting it with the chain, then
grabbed a club for his other hand. Something whistled by and clanged against awall. Probably aknife.
The teener leader would see that George knew too much, and instruct the gang to kill him. The boy was
logica and ruthless and would decide a stranger's life was lessimportant to him than the million he hoped
to gain from sdlling the computerman’'s answers.

"Carl Hodges," George bellowed. "Ally dly infree. | need help. Computerman Carl Hodges, come
out." The policeriot control man in the circling copter would at last hear arequest for help, and bring his
planeinfast. Theteenerswould only hear him yeling Carl Hodges name and still not be sure the police
were near.

The cdllar door gave two thumps and a crash and fell forward off its rusty hinges acrossthe steps. A
man fell out on top of it and scrambled across the door and up the steps without bothering to straighten
fromadl fours.

At the top he stood up. He was thin and balding, wiry and alittle under averagein Size, totally unlike
Georgein either shape or face, but the impression of lifetime familiarity was overwhelming. His own eyes
looked out of the strange face.

George handed him aclub from the ground. " Guard my back. They are going to try to take you dive,
| think, but not me." He spun dowly, looking and listening, but al was quiet. Teenerslurked in adistance
along the routes George would useif hetried to escape.

George looked back at Carl Hodges and saw the thin computerman inspecting George's appearance
with aknot of puzzlement between his brows. Looking a him was likelooking into amirror.

"Hello, me over there," George said.

"Hello, me over there," the man said. "Are you a computerman? When | get back on the job do you
want to come play City Chesswith me? Maybe you could get ajob in my department.”

"No, buddy, we are us, but | don't play City Chess. I'm not like you."

"Then why—"Carl Hodges ducked aflung club and it clattered against the cement. Thenwhy do |



have thisimpression of two people being the same person? he thought.

"We have an empathy link in our guts,” George said. "'l don't think likeyou. | just fed what you fed."

"God help anyonewho fedstheway | fed," Hodges said. "'l see some kids advancing on my side.”

"Hold them off. Back to back. All we need isalittletime." George turned away from him again, and
searched the corners with his eyes, ready for arush. "About theway you fed. It'snot al that bad. I'll get
overit."

"l didit," Carl Hodges said. "How do | get over it?1 fed . .. | mean, | have areason for feding. . . |
got drunk and the egg hit the fan. How do | get over that?' His voice was broken by grunts of effort, and
things clattered by, deflected, missing them and hitting walls and cement flooring.

They stood back to back and fended off bricks, sticks and glittering objects that he hoped were not
knives. "We can get killed if we don't watch it. That's one way,” George said. A stick came through the
air and rapped George's ear as he met it with his club. The attackers advanced, silhouettes against the
dimming view of stonewalls. Another attacker shadow picked up the clattering stick from the ground and
threw it back as he advanced.

"Ouch," said Carl Hodges. "Duck." They both ducked and aflung net went by. "Wefight well
together. We must get together and fight another teen gang sometime. Right?' said hisbrisk voice. "Ouch,
damn."

George received arush by the tallest of the gang, caught at the outstretched staff and yanked the
enemy past. Hetried to trip the teener as he hurtled by, but missed and turned to see him negtly h tripped
by adtick between the ankles by Carl. The teener went face forward to the ground and rolled, getting out
of range.

"Good passl” Several new and heavy blows on head and shoulders reminded George to watch his
own side. Dizzied, he spun, bracing the gaff for a pushing blow with both hands, and fdlt it Srike twice
againg blurred forms. Hereversed it and struck down at an attacker with a contented growl.

With aheavy thrumming and apush of air the police helicopter came over awall, swooping low, like
an owl settling over anest of mice, and released awhite cloud of gas.

George took adeep bresth of the clear air before the cloud reached him. Beside him Carl Hodges
took a deep startled breath of the white cloud and went down as suddenly asif aclub blow .had hit.

Stll holding his breeth, George straddled him and stood dert, peering through the fog at shapes that
seemed to be upright and moving. Most of the teeners had run away, or gone down flat on the ground.
What were these shapes? Eighteen seconds of holding his breath. Not hard. He could make two minutes
usudly. He held his breath and tried to see through the white clouds around him. The sound of the
helicopter circled, in awider and wider spird, laying acloud of gasto catch dl the running mice from the
center of the areato its edges.

The shapes suddenly appeared beside him, running, and struck with a double push, flinging him back
ten feet so that he skidded on his back on the sandy concrete. He remembered to hold his breath after
one snort of surprise and slently rolled to hisfeet and charged back.

Carl Hodges unconscious form was missing. George saw movement through the white fog ahead,
heard feet scuffing cement and hollow wood, and he charged in pursuit of the sounds. He half fdll, half
did down the cement steps, across the wooden door on the ground and into a corridor, and glimpsed
motion ahead, and heard a closet door shutting. Holding his breath, groping, he opened the door, saw
broken wall with an opening, smelled the wet smell of cement and underground drafts, and |legped over a
pile of ancient trash broomsinto the opening.

Safe to breathe here. Ashetook adeep breath abrilliant flashlight suddenly came on, shining
blindingly in hisface from only two feet away. "I have agun pointed at you," said the precise voice of the
blond short teener. "Turn left and walk ahead in the directions| tell you. | could kill you here, and no one
would find your body, so try to keep my good will."

"Whereis Carl Hodges?' George asked, walking with his hands up. The flashlight threw his shadow
ahead of him big and wavering acrossthe narrow walls.

"Wered| going to be holing down together. Turn left here.” The voice was odd.

George looked back and saw that the short teener was wearing a gas mask. As he took a breath to



ask why, thewhite fog rolled down from anight-sky crevice above them. It smelled damp and dightly
acohadlic.

"Kegp moving," said the teener, gesturing with his gun. George turned | ft, wondering what happened
next when you breathed that fog. A busy day, abusy night. An experience of symbolic ingght was often
reported by people who had been flattened by police anti-riot gas. What had the day meant? Why were
such things happening?

Floating in white mist, George floated free of hisbody over the city and saw avast spirit being of
complex and hitter logic who brooded over the city and lived dsoinitsfuture. George spoketoit, in
thoughts that were not words. "Ahmed uses the world view of his grandmother, the gypsy. He believes
that you are Fate. He bdieves you have intentions and plans.”

It laughed and thought: The wheels of time grind tight. No room between gear and gear for change.
Future exigts, logica and unchangeable. No room for changein logic. When it adds up, it must arrive a
the same concluding scene. The city is necessity. The futureis built. The gears move ustoward it. | am
Fate.

George made a strange objecting thought. " The past can change. So everything that adds up from the
past can change.”

There wasawail from the atmosphere. The vast spirit that brooded over the city vanished,
destroyed, dwindling to nowhere, uncreated, never true, like the Wicked Witch of the West when
Dorothy poured abucket of water over her, leaving behind the same dwindling wall. "But al my beautiful
disagters, thelogic, thelogic . . .

"No arithmetic;" George said firmly. "If you can see the future, you can changeit. If you can't seethe
pas, it can change by itsalf and be anything. It won't add up the same twice."

All the crystalized visons of the city of the future shattered and dissolved into white fog, acregtive
fog that could be shaped to anything by thought. George stood at the center of creation and felt stubborn.
They were tempting him again, trying to get him into the bureaucratic game of rules and unfreedom. "No,"
he said. "'l won't fence anyonein with my idea. L et them choose their own past.”

He came to consciousnesslying on the floor in asmal tight room with the blond kid sitting on abed
pointingagun at him.

"They got Carl Hodges back," the kid said. "Y ou ruined everything. Maybe you are acop. | don't
know. Maybe | should kill you."

"l just had awild dream," George said, lifting his head, but not moving because he did not want to be
shot. "I dreamed | talked to the Fate of New Y ork City. And | told Fate that the future can change
anytime, and the past can change anytime. In the beginning wasthe middle, | said. And Fate started
crying and boohooing and vanished. | mean, no more Fate. Vanished."

There was along pause while the short blond kid held the pistol pointed at George's face and stared
at him over thetop of it. Thekid tried severa tough faces, and then curiosity got the better of him. He
was bascdly an intdllectua, even though ayoung one, and curiosity meant more to him than love or hate.
"What do you mean? The past is variable? Y ou can change it?'

"I mean, we don't know what happened in the past exactly. It's gone anyhow. It's not real anymore.
So we can say anything happened we want to have happened. If one past is going to make trouble, we
can changeit just by being dumb, and everything will raighten out. Like, for example, we just met, right
now, right here, we just met. Nothing else happened.”

"Oh." Thekid put away hisgun, thinking about that. "Glad to meet you. My namesLarry."

"My name's George." He arranged himsdlf more comfortably on the floor, not making any sudden
Mmoves.

They had along philosophica discusson, while Larry waited for the police outside to finish searching
and go away. Sometimes Larry took the gun out and pointed it again, but usudly they discussed things
and exchanged stories without accepting any past.

Larry was serious and persuasive in trying to convince George that the world had too many
technicians. "They don't know how to be human beings. They like to read about being Tarzan, or seeold
movies and imagine they are Humphrey Bogart and James Bond, but actudly al they have the gutsto do



isread and study. They make money that way, and they make more gadgets and they run computers that
do dl thethinking and take dl the chalenge and conquest out of life. And they giveapensonto dl the
people who want to go out into the woods, or surf, instead of staying indoors pushing buttons, and they
cal the surfers and idanders and forestfarmers Free L oaders, and make sure they are Serilized and don't
have children. That's genocide. They arekilling off the real people. The race will be descended from
those compulsive button pushers, and forget how to live."

It was a good speech. George was uneasy, because it sounded right, and he was sure no man was
smart enough to refute the killer, but he tried.

"Couldn't aguy who really wanted children earn enough money to get abreeding permit for himself
and an operation for hiswife?"

"There aren't that many jobs anymore. The jobsthat are left are button-pusher jobs, and you have to
study for twenty yearsto learn to push the right button. They're planning to sterilize everyone but button
pushers

George had nothing to say. It made sense, but his own experience did not fit. "I'm not sterilized,
Larry, and I'm area dope. | didn't get past the sixth grade.”

"When did your childhood support run out?'

"Lagt year."

"No more free food and housing. How about your family—they support you?'

"No family. Orphan. | got lots of good friends, but they al took their pensions and shipped out.
Except one. He got ajob.”

"Y ou didn't apply for the unemployable youth pension yet?"

"No. | wanted to stay around the city. | didn't want to be shipped out. | figured | could get ajob."

"That'salaugh. Lots of luck in getting ajob, George. How are you planning to eat?"

"Sometimes | help out around communes and share medls. Everyone usudly likesmein the
Brotherhood communes." George shifted positions uneasily on the floor and sat up. Thiswasamost
lying. He had ajob now, but he wasn't going to talk about Rescue Squad, because Larry might call him a
cop and try to shoot him. "But | don't bum medls.”

"When'sthelongest you've gone without meas?

"l don't fed hungry much. | went two days without food once. I'm hedthy."

The kid sat cross-legged on the bed and laughed. "Redlly healthy! Y ou got musclesdl over. Youve
got musclesfrom ear to ear. So you're trying to beat the system! It was built just to wipe out
muscleheads like you. If you apply for welfare, they sterilize you. If you take your unemployable support
pension, they sterilize you. If you are caught begging, they sterilize you. Money getsal you muscleheads
sooner or later. 1t's going to get you too. I'll bet when you are hungry you think of the bottle of wine and
the big freemed & the Serility clinic. Y ou think of the chance of winning the million dollar sveepstakesif
the operation gives you theright tattoo number, don't you?"

George didn't answer.

"Maybe you don't know it, but your unemployable pensionis piling up, haf saved for every week
you don't clamit. Y ou've been avoiding it ayear dmost? When it piles high enough, you'll goinand
clam your money and let them sterilize you and ship you out to the boondocks, like everyonedse."

"Not me."

"Why not?'

George didn't answer. After awhile he said, "Areyou going to | et them gerilize you?'

Larry laughed again. He had afox face and big ears. "Not likely. There are lots of waysfor asmart
guy to besat the system. My descendants are going to be there the year the sun runs down and we hook
drivesto Earth and cruise away looking for anew sun. My descendants are going to surf light wavesin
gpace. Nobody going to wipe me out, and nobody's going to make them into button pushers.”

"Okay, | seeit." George got up and paced, two steps one way, two steps the other way in the
narrow room. “"Who are you working for, Larry? Who are you crying over? People who let themsalves
be bribed into cutting off their descendants? They're different from you. Do they have guts enough to
bother with? Are they worth getting your brain wiped in acourt of law? Y ou're right about history, |



guess. I'm the kind of guy the techs aretrying to get rid of. Y ou're atech type of guy yourself. Why don't
you be atech and forget about making trouble?’

At the end of the room, faced away from Larry, George stopped and stared at the wall. Hisfists
clenched. "Kid, do you know what kind of trouble you make?"

"l seeitontelevison,” Larry sad.

"Those arered peopleyou killed." George ill Stared at thewal: "This afternoon | was giving
artificid respiration to agirl. She was bleeding from the eyes." His voice knotted up. Big muscles bulged
on hisarms and hisfistswhitened as he tried to talk. " She was dead, they told me. She looked dl right,
except for her eyes. | guess because I'm stupid.” He turned and his eyes glittered with tears and with a
kind of madness. He glanced around the small room looking for athing to use for aweapon.

Larry took out hisgun and pointed it at George, hadtily getting off the bed. "Oh oh, the past isredl
again. Timefor meto leavel" Holding the gun pointed steadily and carefully at George'sface, he used his
other hand to put on black goggles and dung the gas mask around his neck. "Hold still, George, you
don't want a hole through your face. If you fight me, who are you working for? Not your kind of people.
Think, man." He backed to the door. George turned, gtill facing him, his big hands away from his sides
and ready, hiseyesglittering with amindless dertness.

Larry backed into the dark hdl. "Don't follow. Y ou don't want to follow me. Thisgun hasinfrasghts,
shootsin the dark. If you stick your head out the door, | might shoot it off. Just stand there for ten
minutes and don't make any trouble. The gunissilenced. If | have to shoot you, you don't get any medal
for being a dead hero. No one would know."

The short teener backed down the dark corridor and was gone. George still stood crouched, but he
shook his heed, like aman trying to shake off something that had fallen over hiseyes.

He heard Larry bump into something along way down the corridor.

"I would know," avoice said from the celling. Ahmed let himsalf down from aholein the celling, hung
by both long arms and then dropped, landing catlike and silent. Hewastall and sooty and filthy and
covered with cobwebs. He grinned and histeeth were whitein avery dark face. "Y ou just missed a
medal for being adead hero. | thought you were going to try to kill him.”

Hetwiddled the did of hiswrist radio, plugged an earphone into one ear and spoke into the wrist
radio. "Flushed one. He's heading west on acellar corridor from the center, wearing a gas mask and
infragoggles, a'med and dangerous. Li€sthe kingpin, so try hard, buddies.”

George sat down on the edge of the bunk, swesting. "'l get too mad sometimes. | amost did try to kill
him. What he said was probably right. What he said.”

Ahmed unplugged the speaker from hisear. "1 was mostly listening to you, good buddy. Very
interesting philosophica discussion you were putting out. | kept wanting to sneeze. How come you get
into philosophica argumentstoday and | just get beat up? Everything is backward.”

"Y ou're the smart one, Ahmed," said George dowly, accepting the fact that he had been protected.
"Thanksfor watching." Helooked at his own hands, ill worrying dowly on anidea. "How come
everything the kid said made sense?"

"It didn't,"” Ahmed said impetiently. ™Y ou made sense.”

"But Larry said that techs are wiping out nontechs.”

"Maybethey are, but they aren't killing anybody. The kid kills."

George pushed his hands together, felt them wet with sweat wiped them on hisshirt. "1 dmost killed
thekid. But it felt right, what he was saying. He was talking for the way things are and for the way they're
going to be, like Fate."

"Killing isunphilosophica,” Ahmed said. "Y ou'retired, George Take it easy, we've had along day."

They heard apolice sren wail and then distant shots. Ahmed plugged the earphone into his ear.
"They just dropped somebody in goggles, gas didn't work on him. They had to drop him with hypo
bullets. Probably Larry. Let'stry to get out of here.”

They put awad of blankets out into the corridor, head high. No shots, so they went out cautioudy
and started groping down the long black hal, looking for an exit.

Ahmed said, "So you think Larry wasthefickle finger of Fate on the groping hand of the future. No



power on Earth can resist the force of an idea whose time has come, said somebody once. But, good
buddy, when | wasligtening to you whilst lying in the celling with the spiders crawling on me, | thought |
heard you anew metaphysics. Didn't you just abolish Fate?"

The corridor widened, and George felt adraft of fresh air without dust, and saw aglimmer of light
through ahole. They climbed through and saw a doorway, and a broken door. "I don't know,” Ahmed,"
hesad vagudy. "Did 17?7’

They climbed up the broken door and aflight of stone steps and. found themsalves in a deserted yard
at the center of theruin. It was very quiet. In the distance around the edges of the block police copters
buzzed, landing in the Streets.

"Sureyou did,” Ahmed said. "Y ou abolished Fate. | heard you."

George looked up at the moon. It was bright and it shone across'. the entire city, likethe evil Fatein
his dream, but it was only the moon, and the city was quiet. Suddenly George legped into theair and
clicked hisheds. "I did. | did." He bellowed. "Hey, everybody! Hey, | didit! | abolished Fate!"

Helanded and stopped legping, and stood panting. The red glow in the sky over New Y ork blinked
on and off, on and off from the giant sign they could not see.

"Congratulations,” said Ahmed, and rested an arm briefly across his shoulders. "May | offer you a
tranquilizer?'

"No, you may offer meamed," George said. "No, cancel that too. Judd gave me money yesterday.
Steaks, hot showers, hotel room. Wow. I've got ajob.” He turned abruptly and walked away. "See you
tomorrow."

Left done, tall and tired, smeared with dirt and itchy with cobwebs, Ahmed stared after him, fedling
betrayed. Where was dl the respect George used to give him? George was a short fat kid once, and
treated Ahmed like a boss. Now he was beginning to loom like aK odiak bear, and he walked away
without permission.

Ahmed looked up at the lopsided moon. "Mirror, mirror, on thewall, who's the smartest guy of all?
Don't answer that, lady. It'sbeen along day. I'm tired.”

THE CARNIVORE

The beings stood around my bed in airsuits like ski-suits, with globes over their headslike
upside-down fishbowls. It was dl like a masguerade, with odd costumes and funny masks.

| know that the masks are their faces, but | argue with them and find | think asif | am arguing with
humans behind masks. They are people. | recognize people and whether | am going to like this person or
that person by something in the way they move and how they get excited when they talk; and | know that
| like these peoplein amotherly sort of way. Y ou have to fed motherly toward them, | guess.

They dl remind me of Ronny, amedica student | knew once He was smdll and round and eager.
Y ou had to like him, but you couldn't take him very serioudy. He was a pacifist; he wrote poetry and
pulled it out to read adoud at ill-timed moments; and he stuttered when he talked too fast.

They arelike that, all fright and gentleness.

| am not the only survivor—they have explained that—but | am the first they found, and the least
damaged, the one they have chosen to represent the human race to them. They stand around my bed and
answer questions, and are nice to me when | argue with them.

All in agroup they look halfway between a delegation of nations and an ark, one of each, big and
small, thick and think four arms or wings, al shapes and colorsin fur and skin and fegthers.

| can picturethem inthe UN of the Universe, making speechesin their different languages, listening
patiently without understanding each other's different problems, boring each other and being too polite to
yawn.

They are polite, so polite| admost fed they are afraid of me, and | want to reassure them.

But | talk asif | were angry. | can't help it, because if things had only been alittle different ..."Why
couldn't you have come sooner? Why couldn't you have tried to stop it before it happened, or at least



come sooner, afterward...?!

If they had come sooner to where the workers of the Nevada power pile starved dowly behind their
protecting walls at |east—If they had looked sooner for survivors of the dust with which the nations of the
world had dain each other George Colin would be dive. He died before they came. He was my
co-worker and | loved him.

We had gone down together passing door by door the automatic safeguards of the plant, which were
supposed to protect the people on the outside from the radioactive danger from the inside—but the
danger of afailure of politicswasfar morered than the danger of failurein the science of the power pile,
and that had not been cal culated by the builders. We were far underground when the first radioactivity in
the air outsde had shut all the heavy, lead-shielded automatic doors between us and the outside.

We were safe. And we starved there.

"Why didn't you come sooner?' | wonder if they know or guess how | fed. My questions are not
questions, but | have to ask them. Heis dead. | don't mean to reproach them—they look well meaning
and kindly—buit | fed asif, somehow, knowing why it happened could make it stop, could let meturn
the clock back and make it happen differently. If | could have signaled them, so they would have come
just alittle sooner.

They look a one ancther, turning their funny-face heads uneasily, moving back and forth, but no one
will answer.

Theworld isdead...George is dead, that thin, pathetic creature with the bones showing through his
skin that he was when we sat dtill at the last with our hands touching, thinking there were people outside
who had forgotten us, hoping they would remember. We didn't guess that the world was dead, blanketed
in radiating dust outside. Paliticshad killed it.

These beings around me, they had been watching, seeing what was going to happen to our world,
listening to our radios from their small settlements on the other planets of the Solar System. They had
seen the doom of war coming. They represented stellar civilizations of great power and technology and
with populations that would have made ours seem asmadl village; they were stronger than we were, and
yet they had done nothing.

"Why didn't you stop us? Y ou could have stopped us.”

A rabbity one who is closer than the others backs away, gesturing politely thet heisgiving room for
someone el se to speak, but he looks guilty and will not look a me with hisbig round eyes. | ill fed
weak and dizzy. Itishard to think, but | fed asif they are hiding .

A doelike one hesitates and comes closer to my bed. "Wediscussed it ... wevoted..." It talks
through amicrophonein its helmet with a soft lisping accent that | think comes from the shape of its
mouth. It has amuzzle and very soft, dainty, long nibbling lipslike a deer that nibbles on twigs and buds.

"We are afraid," adds one who looks like a bear.

"To usthefuture was very terrible,” says onewho looks asif it might have descended from some sort
of large bird like apenguin. " So much—Y our wegpons were very terrible”

Now they dl talk at once, crowding about my bed, gpologizing. "So much killing. It hurt to know
about. But your people didn't seem to mind.”

"Wewere afrad."

"Andinyour fiction,” the dodlike one lisped, "I saw plays from your amusement machineswhich said
that the discovery of beingsin space would save you from war, not because you would let us bring
friendship and teach peace, but because the human race would unite in hatred of the outsders. They
would forget their hatred of each other only in anew and more terrible war with us." Itsvoice bregksin a
squeak and it turnsits face away from me.

"Y ou were about to come out into space. We were wondering how to hide!" That isaquick-talking
one, assmal asachild. Helooks asif he might have descended from abai—gray silken fur on his
pointed face, big night-seeing eyes, and big sengitive ears, with a humped shape on the back of hisairsuit
which might be folded wings. "We were trying to conceal where we had built, so that humans would not
guess we were near and look for us."

They are ashamed of their fear, for because of it they broke al the kindly laws of their civilizations,



restrained dl the pity and gentleness | seein them, and let us destroy ourselves.

| am beginning to fee more awake and to see more clearly. And | am beginning to fed sorry for
them, for | can seewhy they are afraid.

They are herbivores. | remember the meaning of shapes. In the paths of evolution there are grass
eaters and berry eaters and root diggers. Each hasits functional shape of face and neck—and itswide,
startled-looking eyesto see and run away from the hunters. In dl their racial history they have never
killed to est. They have been killed and eaten, or run away, and they evolved to intelligence by sdlection.
Those lived who succeeded in running away from carnivores like lions, hawks, and men.

| look up, and they turn their eyes and heads in quick embarrassed motion, not meeting my eye. The
rabbity oneisnearest and | reach out to touch him, pleased because | am growing strong enough now to
move my arms. Helooks at me and | ask the question, "Are there any carnivores, flesh eaters among
you?"

He hesitates, moving hislips asif searching for tactful words. "We have never found any that were
civilized. We have frequently found them in caves and tents fighting each other. Sometimeswefind the
ruins of citiesaround them, but they are dways savages.”

The bearlike one said heavily, "It might be that carnivores evolve more rapidly and tend toward
intelligence more often for we find radioactive planets without life, and places like the place you cal your
asteroid belt, where a planet should be—but there are only scattered fragments of planet, piecesthat
look asif aplanet had been blown apart. Wethink that usudly..." Helooked a me uncertainly, beginning
to fumble hiswords. "Wethink..."

"Yoursisthe only carnivorous race we have found that was—civilized, that had a science and was
going to come out into space,” the dodike one interrupted softly. "We were afraid.”

They seem to be apologizing.

The rabbity one, who seemsto be chosen as the leader in speaking to me, says, "Wewill giveyou
anything you want. Anything we are ableto give you."

They meanit. We survivorswill be privileged people, with akey to dl the cities, everything free.
Their ancerity iswonderful, but puzzling. Arethey trying to atone for the thing they fed wasacrime; that
they allowed humanity to murder itsdlf, and lost to the Galaxy the richness of arace? Isthiswhy they are
SO generous?

These timid beings do not realize how much humanity has wanted peace. They do not know how
reluctantly we were forced and trapped by old ingtitutions and warped tangles of politicsto which we
could see no answer. We are not naturally savage. We are not savage when approached asindividuals.
Perhaps they know this, but are afraid anyhow, ingtinctive fear risng up from the blood of their hunted,
frightened forebears.

The human race will be agood partner to these races. Even recovering from starvation as| am, | can
feel in myself an energy they do not have. The savage in me and my race is a creative thing, for in those
who have been educated as | wasit is a controlled savagery which attacks and destroys only problems and
obstacles, never people. Any human raised outside of the palitical traditions that the race inherited from its
bloodstained childhood would be as friendly and ready for friendship as | am toward these beings. | could
never hurt these pleasant, overgrown bunnies and squirrels.

"Wewill do everything we can to make up for... wewill try to help,” saysthe bunny, sumbling over
the English, but civilized and cordid and kind.

| St up suddenly, reaching out impulsively to shake his hand. Suddenly frightened, he legps back. All
of them step back, glancing behind them as though making sure of the avenue of escape. Their big
luminous eyes widen and glance rapidly from meto the doors, frightened.

They must think | am abouit to legp out of bed and pounce on them and eat them. | am abouit to laugh
and reassure them, about to say that dl | want from them in friendship, when | fed atwingein my
abdomen from the sudden motions. | touch it with one hand under the bedclothes.

Thereisthe scar of an incision there, dmost healed. An operation. The weskness| am recovering
from is more than the weskness of starvation.

For only haf asecond | do not understand; then | see why they ook ashamed.

They voted the murder of arace.



All the human survivors found have been made sterile. There will be no more humans after we die.

| am frozen, one hand till extended to grasp the hand of the rabbity one, my eyes ill searching his
expresson, reassuring words il half formed.

Therewill betimefor anger or grief later, for now, inthisingtant, | can understand. They are
probably quiteright.

We were carnivores.

| know, because, at this moment of hatred, | could kill them all.
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